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PLAYBOY ’ S 


GREATEST COVERS 



For nearly 60 years, 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
behind-the-scenes outtakes 
from cover shoots. 

Foreword by Pamela Anderson, text by 
Damon Brown. Sterling Publishing. 

310 pages. 9" by 11." $35 ($42 in Canada). 

Go to amazon.com to order. 






Playboy and chill 



Relax. We got you, bro. We wouldn't want you to miss out on 
another issue of your favorite men's magazine so we've gone digital. 
Now, you've got something to keep yourself occupied while your girl 
spends some time with her girls. Chill, you’ve got this. 



PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES is now on 


©PLAYBILL 


B ack in October 2015, our parent company 
disrupted its own business model when they 
decided to no longer feature nude photos of 
girls in the magazine. The website was also revamped 
to make it more SFW. The newly-designed magazine 
was unveiled to the public this month and reviews 
have mostly been positive. In honor of that move, 
we decided to go with the themes of ‘Disruption’ and 
‘Defiance 5 for our own March issue. 

Let’s begin with our Man of the Month, Doc 
Anton Lim. He’s a veterinarian, a humanitarian, and 
a businessman all rolled into one. His foundation, 
The Yellow Boat of Hope Foundation, is unique in 
that 100-percent of donations go directly to the 
beneficiaries. Yup, 100-percent. No admin fees. No 
volunteer stipend. The accountability is strong with 
this one. 

Our cover lady, on the other hand, is one for the 
defiance column. Clarissa Calingasan, aka ‘Coach 
Clarissa’, is a certified life and financial coach. But, 
recently, at the age of 44, she found herself competing 
(and winning!) at a bodybuilding competition. This was 
soon to be followed by running a marathon, only after 
a few months of training. There’s more to this life 
coach than meets the eye and we invite you to take a 
look at her awe-inspiring story. 

John Michael Bueno may be a guy’s guy but 
he’s not above indulging in a little bit of teleserye 
watching, particularly when you can use it as a tool to 
impress the ladies. One lady that won’t have none of 
that teleserye bullshit is A.M. Garcia. In her column, 
she reveals the road she took to porn obsession. No 
shame, she says, in being a woman and enjoying porn. 
We agree. 

The other ladies in this issue are as equally 
impressive. International Woman Chanelle Kuhn, 
Asian Beauty Vania Winardi, and Playmate Marjorie 
Flor are all pretty strong contenders for defiance. 
Chanelle in her pursuit of the the perfect abs and her 
get fit programs; Vania for her jetsetting ways (Manila 
via Miami via Brazil) and her uncoventional occupation; 
and ‘Marj’, though a latecomer in the modeling scene, 
for her resilience in perfecting her craft. 

Elsewhere, the late, great David Bowie features 
in our classic interview, guest Games Editor Atomik 
Ranger curates the latest games that would put 
Netflix and chill to shame, while geek extraordinaire 
Pat Loika undergoes some very intense questioning 
in our 200. And JC Latam shoots a couple of dapper 
dudes in suits. No, not in summer gear; where would 
be the fun in that? 

To you, we say, don’t just think outside the box. 
Destroy the fucking box. 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 


I’ve been a big fan 
of Holly Wolf since 
she first burst on 
the scene and I was 
super happy to see 
her on the cover 
of the January- 
February 2016 
cover. She is f iiine! 
And my geeky little 
heart burst with 
pride when she said 
her favorite game 
was “The Witcher”. 

I too loved the game 
and agree that 
it was definitely 
breathtaking. I also 
agree with your 
assessment that 
I wouldn’t mind 
getting beat at 
videogames if I’m 
playing against her. 

I have a feeling any 
game played with her 
will be made extra 
fun because of her 
passion. 

George Go, via email 


As a smoker, I am well 
aware of the risks 
involved. I think there 
isn’t really a smoker 
who’s been doing it for 
practically their whole 
lives who doesn’t know 
the risks that we’re 
taking when we light 
a stick. That said, Dr. 
Margarita Holmes’ 
column on the dangers 
of smoking was well 
informative and also a 
bit of an eye-opener./ 

My girlfriend has never 
been on board with my 
smoking habits so she 
was actually the one that 
pointed out the article. 

I’m glad I saw it and I 
made it my new year’s 
resolution to try to cut 
down (just two sticks a 
day now!), though I also 
vape. Is there a study 
being done on how vaping 
affects one’s sex life? 

Elliot Baker, via email 

Thanks for the letter, 
Elliot. Glad to hear 
from our overseas 
subscribers. We’re not 
sure about the effects 


of vaping on ones sex 
life but thats definitely 
something to look into. 
Thanks for the tip! - Ed. 

Your first International 
Playmate is the perfect 
choice. Her combination 
of boyish qualities and 
feminine charm is a 
spot-on combination of 
what our young women 
should espouse. Not to 
mention her doe eyes 
and open smile. Playmate 
Rebecca could just well 
be my favorite Playmate 
now! Thanks PLAYBOY 
Philippines for featuring 
her in the magazine. 

I noticed CJ [Sparxx] 
was just featured in the 
Becoming Attraction 
section there? Any 
chance we’ll see more of 
her in other issues? 

John Cruz, via email 

Well, John, guess you’ll 
just have to watch out 
for that now, don’t you? 
Here’s a hint: Keep 
buying the magazine and 
ye shall reap the rewards! 
-Ed. 


PLAYBOY 

ADVISOR 


There’s just something 
about sucking cock 
that turns me on a lot. 

And I’d really love to go 
down on my new guy. 
Unfortunately, the first 
time we were about to 
get into it, I had to stop 
because his cock was, 
well, stinky. He’s a fairly 
clean guy who really takes 
care of his appearance 
so this problem kind of 
surprised me. How do I 
tell him that he needs 
to take better care of 
his manparts without 
offending him? 

Faye, 25 

Well, Faye, you just gotta 
man up and tell him 


the truth straightaway. 

If you’re still in the 
beginning stages of your 
relationship, why not try 
make a game of it? Maybe 
do it in the shower while 
cleaning his tool. Once 
it’s ail clean and nice¬ 
smelling, go ahead and 
do your thing. Of course, 
you also have to note 
that there are levels to 
smelly’. If it’s just a faint 
whiff of sweat, then the 
shower thing ought to do 
the trick. If the smell is 
venturing into dead fish 
territory, might be time to 
consult a doctor because 
he’s probably got a yeast 
infection, especially if 
he’s uncut. 


I recently got my own 
place andTm planning to 
invite the girl I’m currently 
dating. I was planning to 
maybe whip up a good 
meal and serve her wine. 
My problem is I don’t 
know where to start. I 
don’t know which meals 
would go well with wines. 

I heard that somehow it 
should complement each 
other. Can you help me 
impress her through good 
selection of food and 
wine? 

Dorn, 26 

That actually also sort 
of depends on how well 
you cook, Dorn. If your 
game is a meaty pasta 
dish in tomato sauce, you 
could go for a bold, red 
wine. Most fish dishes 
are best paired with white 
wines due to the delicate 
flavors. Champagne is 
best paired with salty 
foods. If you’re going for 


a full three-course meal, 
you could never go wrong 
with starting off with a 
tart appetizer (to whet 
the appetite) and pair that 
with a good Sauvignon 
Blanc. Rose wines are not 
just for dessert, either. 

If your girl is just in the 
mood for a grilled cheese 
sandwich, class it up by 
pairing it with a good rose. 


I love going down on my 
husband. We do have this 
slave/master relationship. 
He would order me to 
perform oral sex on him 
anytime he wants it. My 
problem is I gag every 
time I do it and never 
seem to please him. Is 
thereaway for me to 
practice my deepthroat 
skills so I can truly enjoy 
it too? 

Tess, 27 


We’re going to go ahead 
here and assume that 
you have you master’s 
permission to write to 
us about your oral sex 
skills. Of course if you’d 
been hankering for a 
punishment, that’s a 
different story. As for your 
question, there are in fact 
a number of ways that 
you can push your gag 
threshold. Our personal 
favorite, and probably the 
easiest one to practice, is 
through your toothbrush. 
Proper dental hygiene 
dictates that you brush 
your tongue as well so 
while you’re doing that, 
try going a little further 
every single time. It might 
take awhile before you 
can fully fit the entire 
left of your toothbrush 
down your throat, but it is 
nevertheless effective. 
Happy brushing! 
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“I’m dressed for the occasion—whatever the occasion happens to be...!” 





58 hours, 
35 minutes 
and 58 
seconds 
was the 
longest 
kiss ever 
recorded. 



of women said they 
would have an affair if 
they can get away with it. 


The only country in the world 
that drafts women in the 
military service is Israel. 



Tattoo by lightning 

You are either dead or alive when you 
get hit by lightning. Lucky if you are 
alive, that lightning will only leave 
you with weird skin designs called 
“Lichtenberg Figures”. 


40,000 

Number of women in the US that might be allergic to 
semen. Allergic reaction may occur within minutes after 

intercourse. 


20,000 

WORDS 

The number of words an 
average woman tends to 
use everyday, which is 

13,000 

more than what the 
average man would use. 


$ 211.00 

is the amount that a 
woman would pay at 
Orgasmic Meditation in 
England to have her vagina 
touched by a professional 
masturbator, also known 
as a “practitioner”. This is 
a new trend that allows 
women to gain more 
consciousness about their 
orgasm skills. 



Orgasmic Birth: 

This is not a drill. Scientific studies 
show that some women are able 
to experience an orgasm during 
births due to the release of certain 
hormones. 
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Sensorwake 

It’s a universal truth that getting up in the morning 
is the one of the world’s worst problems. Seriously, 
who wants to wake up at the ass crack of dawn to 
a ringing alarm? Many have invented various ways 
to make this less of a chore (like the radio alarm 
clock), but many have also failed (like that alarm 
clock that runs away from you when you try to press 
snooze). Sensorwake might just be the answer to 
that problem. See, instead of waking up to a jarring 
alarm, this “scent clock” wakes you up by emitting 
scents of your choice, ranging from espresso to 
peppermint to seaside and everything in between. 
Now that’s definitely waking up to smell the coffee! 
(Ella Rabago) 
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Rexing VI Dashcam 

With all the hullabaloo about the traffic in the 
metro these days, investing in a good dash cam 
seems to be a good idea. Dashcam aficionados 
advise looking for top three things when buying 
a dashcam: discreetness, video resolution, and 
night video quality. That said, you might want 
to give the Rexing VI a try. The palm-sized 
dashcam fits discreetly behind your vehicle’s 
rearview mirror and boasts of a 1920x1080 Full 
HD Resolution, Wide Dynamic Technology, and 
a G-Sensor that automatically locks data when 
your vehicle is involved in an accident. Recording 
in 3-minute increments, the Rexing VI can fit up 
to a 32GB SD card which can record up to 320 
minutes of videos; the same amount of time 
it would take you to get from Ortigas to, say, 
Ortigas. (ER) 


Pancakebot 



Forget what all the love and 
relationship experts tell you. Flowers 
and chocolates are passe, old- 
fashioned, and downright corny. 
Expert tip, ladies, a delicious, fluffy 
pancake has driven grown men to 
their knees. Gents, the morning after 
the night before would be made even 
more special with breakfast in bed, 
pancakes being the centerpiece, of 
course. Make it even more special 
with the Pancakebot, the world’s first 
pancake printer. The state-of-the-art 
griddle comes with a robotic arm that 
you can program to create a number 
of designs that you can create 
through its special software and load 
it onto an SD card. Plug the SD card 
into the Pancakebot et voila, watch 
the magic happen! (ER) 



TID Watches 

There’s something about clean lines 
and a seemingly bare canvass that 
appeals to our aesthetic nature. 

TID watches are no exception. 

Named after the Swedish term 
for time, these watches come in 
only two faces, white on black or 
black on white. Don’t be deceived 
by it’s simplicity, though. Nestled 
underneath the watch face is a 
machine running on Japanese Miyota 
Quartz movement with +-20 second/ 
month accuracy. Personalize your 
TID watch with various wristbands 
ranging from twain to leather to 
nylon to rubber. (ER) 
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Photo Credit: www.engadget.com,tidwatches.com, www.rexingusa.com 















Photo Credit: realitypod.com, www.yuppiegadgets.com,www.nannieinez.com, 
www.makoinvent.com,www.designboom.com 



Coffeeboxx 

Nothing says masculine quite like two xs in a product name. The 
Coffeeboxx touts itself as “the worlds toughest coffee maker”. 

So tough, in fact, that promotional photos for this bad boy has four 
machines supporting a 4WD vehicle perched on top of it. Never 
would’ve thought that ‘Built Tough’ could be used to describe a 
coffeemaker, but there you go. This single serve, portable machine 
made by OXX is compatible with any K-Cup and can churn out 8-, 10-, 
and 12-oz cups o joe. We highly recommend getting one for the next 
time you and the boys decide to rough it. (ER) 




Petbot 

Not to be confused with the 
Pancakebot, Petbot is an innovative 
treat dispenser equipped with 
“petificial intelligence”. Creators 
words, not ours (though we’re a bit 
bummed that we didn’t coin that 
phrase). With the Petbot, leaving 
behind your furry best friend while 
you slave away at work isn’t going to 
be quite the traumatic experience 
thanks to its built-in camera and 
speaker. Connect to the Petbot to 
your phone via an app and be secure 
in the knowledge that you can send 
short messages to Fido. And did we 
mention pet self ies? Yup, Petbot is 
equipped with facial recognition for 
treat dispensing and sending short 
clips to your phone; clips that you 
can easily Snapchat away. (ER) 


Craft Design Technology Scissors 

Talk about reinventing the wheel! Craft Design Technology (CDT) is 
a Japanese brand that specializes in creating cutting edge school 
supplies and stationery. Taking its cue from minimalist giant, Muji, 
CDT’s way of doing things takes an already existing product and makes 
it even more useful. Take their scissors, for instance. Everybody 
needs scissors but CDT innovated it by incorporating age-old sword 
sharpening techniques with unique, modern design. This pair of 
scissors is also ambidextrous, good for both right-handers and 
southpaws. Another bonus? It can also act as a great piece of art on 
your desk. (ER) 


Refold Cardboard Standing Desk 

“Sitting is the new smoking,” warns doctors. But more than just the 
health risk, behavioral scientists also agree that sitting at a desk 
for a prolonged period of time actually stunts creativity and slows 
down productivity. Thanks to these findings, standing desks are now 
becoming a staple in most offices. If your office hasn’t yet jumped 
on the bandwagon, the Refold Cardboard Standing Desk is the 
perfect solution. By virtue of its portability and easy assembly (not 
to mention the fact that it’s environmentally-friendly and compact), 
the Refold is a great introduction into an otherwise traditional cubicle. 
(ER) 



www.playboyph.com MARCH-APRIL 2016 


11 












MOVIES 
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Directed by: Zack Snyder 
Starring: Henry Cavill, 

Ben Affleck, Amy Adams, 
Gal Gadot 

-^This is every DC Comics 
fanboy’s wet dream come true. 
Batman and Superman in what 
promises to be one epic retelling 
of the famed superheroes 
clashing of mind and body. 
Fearing that Superman’s 
(Cavill) alien side may go dark 
if not governed, Bruce Wayne 
(Affleck) aka Batman takes it 
upon himself to right the wrongs 
he perceived Superman has 
wrought on Metropolis. This film 
is akin to a Justice League origin 
story where two larger than life 
personalities clash then come 
together. 


(Clem Mercado) 




I 


Batman v Superman: Dawn of Justice 



Eddie The Eagle 


Directed by: Antoine Bardeau-Jacquet 
Starring: Ron Perlman, Rupert Grint 

^There’s something about a good underdog story 
in the sports world that makes for a good Hollywood 
movie and “Eddie The Eagle” is no exception. Inspired 
by true events, the movie tells the story of Michael 
“Eddie” Edwards’ (Egerton) rise to fame in ski-jumping 
despite the many obstacles that come his way. As with 
all athletic underdog stories that came before this, it is 
a lesson in perseverance, determination, and passion. 
Dream big, kids, because even when his country of birth 
discounted his abilities, Eddie the Eagle still managed to 
prove them wrong. (CM) 


The Brothers 
Grimsby 


Directed by: Louis Leterrier 

Starring: Sacha Baron Cohen, Mark Strong, 

Isla Fisher, Rebel Wilson 

-»The creator of Borat is at it again. It’s been years 
since Cohen has been in anything and his return to the 
big screen promises to be another delightfully juvenile 
comedic ride. In “The Brothers Grimsby”, Cohen plays 
Carl “Nobby” Butcher, ye olde regular family man and 
massive sports fan residing in the town of Grimsby. 
But for more than two decades now Nobby has been 
searching for his younger brother, Sebastian Butcher 
(Strong), when they were adopted separately as 
children. When we next catch up to Nobby, he has just 
found out that Sebastian has grown up to be a secret 
agent for the British government. Hijinks ensue. (CM) 
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Post Pop Depression 

Iggy Pop 


Us and The Night 

3 Doors Down 


casual text from Iggy Pop to Joshua Homme 
sparked an unlikely collaboration between the 
two and the birth of the “Post Pop Depression” 
album. “Gardenia”, the first track released from 
the album, gives you the usual heady taste of 
Iggy’s voice, flippant and at best philosophical in 
nature. “Break Into Your Heart”, on the other hand is more 
subtle yet Homme’s gripping guitar breaks and riffs is pure 
decadence. The album doesn’t just pick up where “Lust for 
Life” ended, rather, it takes you to a place you’ve never been 
before. (Danna Angela) 


ere Without You” is a karaoke anthem that has 
endeared 3 Doors Down to the Filipino masses and is 
still popular today as it was on its first release. Now 
the band is about to unleash an album that promises 
to keep their original sound spiced with new flavors. 
It’s got more funk and is evident in the singles “In the 
Dark” and “The Broken” with its thumb thumping beats giving it a 
chanty, pop edge while Arnold’s voice still sounds disarmingly 
brooding in the melancholic “Inside of Me”, reminiscent of their 
older songs. This formula is sure to bring in new fans and keep the 
old ones begging for more. (DA) 




The Association of Small Bombs: A Novel 

Karan Mahajan 
Viking 


Blackass 

A. Igoni Barrett 
Graywolf Press 



association 


ciatm 

mall 


smai 
bombs 

■ wii " 


a novel 

karan 

mahajan 


“A good bombing begins 
everywhere at once,” 
is the novel’s opening 
salvo. Rightly so, this 
masterpiece is like a 
potent bomb filled with 
intricate yet palpable 
characters detonating 
as they experience 
the long shockwave of 
terrorism and violence. 
Karan Mahajan created 
ripple effects that is 
sure to evoke a reaction 
from readers. It’s a 
story that explores 
human flaws, of loss, 
grief, and above all, 
redemption. (DA) 


'A major talent."— Tcju Cole 

A. Igoni Barrett 



Barrett’s debut novel, 
Blackass, is heavily 
influenced by Kafka with 
the central character’s 
skin metamorphosis 
(save his behind) 
from black to white 
overnight. What ensues 
after is a rollercoaster 
narrative of events 
and characters where 
discrimination, politics, 
and the ridiculous 
extent people go to 
in order to appear 
important is amplified. 
It’s a strange yet fresh 
take on the universal 
theme of finding 
identity. (DA) 
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GAME DAY 

Don’t just Netflix and chill. 
Your gamer girl will likely 
appreciate spending an 
afternoon with you more 
going through these geeky 
gems. Guest Games Editor 
Atomik Ranger runs down 
his choices for the best 
game day afternoon. 










Cuphead 


“Cuphead” is a fantastic new stylish 
run and gun action game that proudly 
takes root in the classic aesthetic of 
early 1930s animated shorts, such 
as Steamboat Willie and Felix the cat. 
Follow the adventures of Cuphead 
and Mugman in this super tight action 
game presented by Warren Spector, 
who is most known for “Deus Ex” and 
“Epic Mickey”.Traditionally animated 
using techniques of the time, Cuphead 
looks to tantalize our eyeballs with fluid 
action and endearing characters. 



The Division 


In a world where a virus has been 
deployed in major metropolitan centers 
across the globe, one organization 
stands between freedom and absolute 
chaos (insert trailer voice here). Next in 
line to Ubisoft’s ever expanding 
repertoire of action epics is “The 
Division”, a hybrid open-world third- 
person shooter role playing game that 
presents a scarily accurate depiction of 
a New York City in mid-crisis. As an 
agent of the Division you and your 
squad are tasked to execute missions 
ranging from tactical strikes, 
exploration, and a vast array of exciting 
objectives. Explore the dark zones of 
Manhattan, teeming with renegades, 
enemy soldiers and other hidden 
enemies. It is a dark time in American 
history, be sure to trust no one, even 
your own teammates. 



Tacoma 

“Tacoma” is a new mystery to solve 
from the creators of “Gone Flome”. 
Experience unnerving isolation as 
Amy Ferrier, an operations specialist 
starting her first day on a space 
station. Upon arrival, she quickly 
realises that she is alone and 
nothing is as it seems. Find out the 
whereabouts of the missing crew by 
looking through clues and exploring 
the massive station. Figure out the 
truth and solve the enigma that is 
Tacoma. Tacoma is set to be released 
on Microsoft Windows, Mac OS and 
Xbox One on mid 2016. 





HITMAN 

Agent 47 returns to form in 10 interactive’s new instalment of the wildly 
popular HITMAN series. Creatively titled “HITMAN”, the game touts 
large expansive worlds where would be assassins are not faced with 
linear objectives; but near endless possibilities for wanton mayhem or 
silent assassination. The game will feature a new episodic format that 
delivers varied locations and scenarios spanning across the hitman 
mythos. Players can now talk, disguise, sneak, poison, and blast their 
way up the contracts killing list with extreme prejudice and absolute 
freedom. Agent, should you chose to accept this contract, will soon 
release on Microsoft Windows, PlayStation 4, and Xbox One. 
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Rebel Galaxy 


Ever dreamed of being a space trucker? 
Congratulations, “Rebel Galaxy’is a space 
trucker simulator that lets you traverse 
the massive expanse of space while 
hauling a load of exotic alien items to the 
nearby space port - all with a lot of 
road(space) rage on the side. Take control 
of your own ship, shoot down the 
occasional raider and warp on to the next 
job, all of this while a spectacular firefly- 
esque soundtrack blares on the 
loudspeakers. Get it on PlayStation 4, 
Xbox One, Microsoft Windows and Mac 
OS this month. 



Doom (2016) 

“Doom”, the blood soaked emperor of the 
golden age of first person shooters 
returns to re-ignite the ultra violent spirit 
of the genre in spectacularly violent 
fashion. A portal to hell has burst open on 
the unsuspecting UAC mining colony on 
Mars. Now, cyber-demons, imps and other 
demonic beings swarm the planet 
surface, free to scream bloody murder on 
the human populace. Luckily, the 
eponymous Doomguy returns to rip these 
demons a new one, with an impressive 
arsenal of big effing guns and an array of 
insanely violent killing moves called glory 
kills. ID software has meticulously re¬ 
imagined a true classic in serious gore 
tinted HD, recreating all the original guns 
you can dream of and all the terrifying 
monsters you can only find in your worst 
nightmares. 



Party Hard 

Hot on the heels of violent hyper 80’s 
style psycho games like “Hotline 
Miami”. “Party Hard” puts you in the 
shoes of a killer on the loose, but what 
does he want? Just a little peace and 
quiet. Creep around parties and 
silently maim and murder in a variety 
of creative ways. A whole room full of 
bikers? Burn it all down. Call SWAT on 
unsuspecting hipsters and let them 
do the beat downs for you. The game 
might sound all grim and unsavory, but 
everything is displayed in glorious 
pixel graphics, all juxtaposed by a 
kicking 80s synth soundtrack. Party 
hard on Android, Microsoft Windows, 
iOS, Linux and Mac OS soon. 





Beercraft 

What intoxicating 
sorcery will the 
brewmasters at 
Craftpoint Brewing 
Co. come up with 
next? 


They call it ‘liquid art’ and 
we’re inclined to agree. 
With flavors that run the 
gamut from your regular 
malt to chocolate to 
mangoes, chilis, ginger, 
and passionfruit to 
chamomile tea (yeah, tea- 
infused beer), Craftpoint 
is making us rethink the 
value of happy hour beer 
buckets. If you’re just 
now dipping into the craft 
beer scene, their Summer 
Session brew might be 
best to start with. Calling 
it their “gateway beer”, 
the Summer Session is 
a blonde ale with a highly 
malty lingering taste; 
an adult version of a 
Horlick’s drink, we like to 
think. Don’t be fooled by 
it’s sweetness, though, 
because at 4.7-percent 
alcoholic content, it 
can still be very potent. 
Expand your craft beer 
horizons further by joining 
Craftpoint’s Beer Explorer 
Club where for a monthly 
minimum fee, you’ll get 
three bottles of their beer 
of the month and three 
bottles of their regular 
beer. So far, they’ve done 
wonders with chocolate, 
chili, and vanilla. We’re 
definitely keeping a 
lookout for this one. 
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FOOD 


The Great Steak-out 


Blogger Richie Zamora Jr. of The Pickiest Eater runs 
down his top three favorite steakhouses in the metro. 


While on the lookout for the most amazing steaks the metro 
has to offer. Three rather diverse places that features high 
quality steaks has caught my attention - A classic high end 
Steakhouse, a dining lounge in a hotel that has the upscale 


feel but features reasonably priced food, and a surprising 
find in a mall. I would gladly recommend all three restaurants 
to my fellow kindred souls that share a fondness for those 
glorious slabs of beef. 



Perhaps the gold standard when it comes to steaks in 
Metro Manila, is House of Wagyu. The vibe of the restaurant 
invokes a throwback to the rat pack lounge days, back when 
guys kept things classy, and the ladies dressed to the nines. 
But make no mistake about it- The impeccable selection 
of Wagyu Steaks are for people that take their meat very 
seriously. You can choose from their dazzling array of various 
steak cuts, with their grades ranging from 6,8,9,10 and 12, 
and in true classic steakhouse fashion, the staff is always 


more than willing to cart the glorious slab in a trolley for you 
to see the quality of meat that’s in store for you for yourself. 

When you are done with your enviable task of deciding 
between mouthwatering choices such as Tenderloin, 
Striploin, or Ribeye guy, your steak is served to you raw, 
but on a heated stone slab that is sprinkled with salt and 
pepper. The seasoning seamlessly melds into the meat as 
it sizzles on the stone, allowing the natural flavor of the 
beef to shine. 
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If you’re looking for a place for a 
romantic steak dinner without breaking 
the bank. Nostalgia Lounge At Oakwood 
Premier Hotel deserves some serious 
consideration. Nostalgia Lounge exudes 
the air of sophistication that one expects 
from a world class hotel, with surprisingly 
reasonable priced steaks that belies its 
luxurious surroundings. 

With choices ranging from Tenderloin, 
Striploin and Ribeye, the steaks sizes are 
roughly around 6 to 8 ounces, which may 
look thin, but are incredibly filling, especially 
when enjoyed with Nostalgia Lounge’s 
delicious side dishes, which include the 
silky smooth Mashed Potatoes to the 
tasty Creamed Spinach. What makes Steak 
Dining at Nostalgia Lounge extra special is 
their delectable selection of steak sauces. 
From the classic Bearnaise and Peppercorn, 
to the more adventurous Bleu Cheese and 
Honey Mustard, you’re sure to find a sauce 
to match your palate. 


One might be surprised to find high caliber 
steaks in SM Fashion Hall, but that’s exactly the 
dining experience you can expect at Alqueria 
Tapas, Paellas y Bistecas. The mall location offers 
a more casual steak experience, however, the 
quality of Alqueria’s food, particularly their steaks, 
are still held to a high standard. Alqueria’s steaks 
are imported and wet aged, which allows the 
meat to maintain a stunning level of consistency 
regardless of the temperature you request your 
meat to be cooked. Steak choices include the 
classic cuts, as well as Prime Rib and Skirt Steak. 

Alqueria’s selection of steak sauces stays 
true to its Spanish roots, with choices such as 
Chimichurri, Salsa Picante, Crema with Goat 
Cheese, Romesco and Herbed Yogurt. 

Regardless of which among the three 
restaurants you feel is more up your alley, 
you’re assured of an incredibly delightful dining 
experience, perfect for dates, family dinners, or 
when you simply need to keep your steak cravings 
satisfied - if that’s even possible. 
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FOLD IN 


FOLDING BIKES ARE BECOMING THE RAGE NOWADAYS 
AND NYFTI IS TRAILBLAZING THE WAY. 



As co-founder Carl Mamawal explains it, the secret lies in its tri¬ 
fold design. Most folding bikes in the market today only do so in half 
but the tri-fold design makes the Nyfti one of the most compact in the 
world, measuring in at a volume of 60x30x30-centimeters. 

When unfolded, it makes for a comfortable ride thanks to its long 
wheelbase, giving it a feel of a full-sized bicycle. The 16-inch wheels, 
sturdy steel frame, and 9-speed standard gear ratio adds to the allure 
of this, ahem, nifty little bike. —Clem Mercado 


Bikes are awesome if you just need 
a form of transportation for short 
distances. They’re made even more 
awesome if you can tuck them away in a 
small space or take them with you when 
your commute entails a long walk from 
your drop-off point. Nyfti is succeeding 
in achieving both. 


Photo courtesy of Carl Mamawal 
of Nyfti Inc. 






































TALK I WHAT MATTERS NOW 


DECCONGEROTICA 



INTERVIEWBYLAUREN ACURANTES 


I n an email interview with 
PLAYBOY, Marlon James 
Sales, translator, author 
and language teacher, walks 
us through the process of 
translating Gonzalo Torrente 
Ballester’s Spanish erotic novel, 
Cronica del rey pasmado. 

Why did you choose to translate 
this particular novel? What drew 
you to the story? 

"-^A: The idea of translating 
the novel first came out when 
Instituto Cervantes de Manila, 
the cultural arm of Spain in the 
Philippines, mounted an exhibit 
called Los mundos de Gonzalo 
Torrente Ballester, based on 
the life and works of this noted 
Spanish novelist and academic. 
The project initially was to 
translate another novel of his, but 
Torrente Ballester’s son Alvaro 
suggested that we instead do 
Cronica del rey pasmado, which 
had earlier been made into a film. 
So that’s what we did. It was my 
editor, writer and poet Ramon 
Sunico, who suggested that we 
put Ang Kuwento ng Haring Tulala 
as the title in Filipino, instead of 
my original translation as Kronika 
that sounded archaic. 

I knew who GTB was when I 
started the process of translating 
him ... but I didn’t have the 
faintest idea about his body of 
work in general, and about this 
novel in particular. But when I 
started the pre-translation reading 
of Cronica, I was so amazed 
at how GTB was able to make 
17th-century Spanish history 
palatable—and even sexy! The 
language was an easy read, and 
just when you thought that it was 
getting too academic or serious, 
there would be an erotic scene, a 
sexy word, or a funny comment to 
wake you up. 

How long did the whole process 
take? 

I== »>A:: It took me six months and 
a half to finish the translation 
(which says a lot about how 
interesting this novel is, since 
it took me almost two years to 
do the translation of another 
Spanish novel prior to this 
one). The biggest challenge, as 
I have written in the foreword 
of Kuwento, was translating 


its sexual content. I mean, the 
Spanish language has a wide range 
of terms pertaining to sex that 
should allow any writer to be erotic 
without being too overly vulgar. 
That unfortunately is not the case 
in Filipino. I think that our language 
only allows us to be direct or 
indirect when we talk about sex. 
Many would even code-switch to 
English once the conversation 
begins to sound sexy. Also, the 
fact that the novel has a particular 
historical setting was a translation 
constraint, for this meant that I 
would not be able to use words 
such as behind, boobs, makipag- 
do, and other terms that we have 
borrowed from English since they 
did not have the same tone as the 
rest of the novel itself. 

But yeah, the experience was 
very enjoyable, and I would often 
find myself reading pages and 
pages before I actually did some 
translation. The part on how 
the priests were discussing the 
King’s premature ejaculation was 
epic! They were asking how many 
sins could be committed when 
someone as revered as the King 
ejaculated prematurely on his fifth 
tryst with Madrid’s most famous 
prostitute. Is it just one sin for 
the five successive acts? Is it one 
sin per ejaculation, discounting 
the unsuccessful fifth try, thus 
making it four acts of sin? Or is it 
one sin per ejaculation and a half- 
sin for the fifth, which makes it 
four-and-a-half? The philosophical 
discussions were very stimulating 
(no pun intended). 


Did you find that you had to 
be extra careful in translating 
because of the story’s erotic 
nature? 

Oa:: Definitely! The Filipino 
language can be very limited in 
terms of erotic structures. One 
option was to use euphemisms, 
which I found to be absurd, given 
that GTB did not use that approach 
in writing the original text. My 
guiding principle was this: If my 
writer said in the source text 
that the Count of Peha-Andrai 
spent the entire night on top 
of a prostitute, my duty as his 
translator was to approximate the 
imagery of the scene—positions 
and all!—in the target language. 

I wouldn’t want to say that the 


Count of Pena-Andrada 
“just” spent the night with 
“a” woman, because that 
would have erased the 
erotic bent of the story. 
What were they doing? 
Who was the woman? 

And why did this account 
appear after the King’s 
failure to pleasure another 
prostitute? These were 
important considerations 
in the sequence of the 
narrative. Having said this, 

I was also aware that I was 
not entitled to sloppily 
put whatever sexy term I 
could think of in Filipino. 
That’s plain laziness and 
an outright disservice to 
Torrente Ballester. I didn’t 
want people to think that 
Torrente Ballester wrote 
cheap smut, because 
his Cronica was too 
intelligent and splendid to 
be regarded as such. 


THE FILIPINO LANGUAGE 
CAN BE VERY LIMITED 
IN TERMS OF EROTIC 
STRUCTURES. ONE OPTION 
WAS TO USE EUPHEMISMS, 
WHICH I FOUND TO BE 
ABSURD, GIVEN THAT 
GTB DID NOT USE THAT 
APPROACH IN WRITING 
THE ORIGINAL TEXT. 


22 


MARCH-APRIL 2016 www.playboyph.com 











HOW FAR WOULD YOU GO TO SATE YOUR PARTNER'S SEXUAL APPETITE? 


A s with all situations that one 
might consider “abnormal,” 
paraphiliac or just plain 
dangerous, it is terribly difficult 
to have an obvious standard to 
go by. This is especially so when discussing 
something as intimate as sexual pleasure ...and 
sexual danger. What is particularly frightening 
for the partners who feel differently about sexual 
danger, is when the sexual pleasure and sexual 
danger come together. 

But that is still something a partner can 
live with if she truly loves her partner and she 
believes her partner truly loves—and is not 
merely using—her. 

I am not being sexist when I describe the 
person who enjoys sexual danger as male, 
and the partner accommodating his wishes, 
despite it not being her thing, as female. This 
is the conclusion all studies on sexual danger 
have resulted in. But the real red flag -which, 
admittedly need not be considered a threat to 
some (but usually this will be people who are 
sexually adventurous and more liberated than 
the average person) is when a person cannot 
have any sexual pleasure unless danger is 
involved. 

In other words, for this person, sexual danger 
is a fetish. The medical definition for fetish is 
“an object or bodily part whose real or fantasized 
presence is psychologically necessary for sexual 


gratification and that is an object of fixation to 
the extent that it may interfere with complete 
sexual expression”. Thus the pleasure is not 
merely lessened, no such pleasure exists unless 
there is sexual danger. Let us take an example 
which has apparently become the rage in the 
UK-dogging. 

“Dogging is the broad term used to cover 
all the sexual outdoor activities that go on,” 
according to the dogging FAQ at the popular 
dogging site Melanies UK Swingers. “This can be 
anything from putting on a show from your car, 
to a gangbang on a picnic table. 

Dogging is having sex with more than one 
person in a public place, often with at least one 
stranger, and usually with others watching. (Hence 
a more or less spontaneous meeting point between 
“exhibitionists” and “voyeurs”.) Good for spreading 
the DNA around. The word comes from the idea of 
dogs “doing it” in the open air with whoever else 
they happen to bump into. Also includes the sense 
of dogs wandering around in groups in search of 
something interesting to sniff. 

It is now time to concentrate on dog-ees 
(and yes, I invented the word...at least as far as 
I know), the ones who are part of the dogging 
experience but only because they love to be 
the object of attention. In other words, the 
exhibitionists. For them, it is no danger to be 
watched by people, in fact they thrive on such 
attention. 


Dogging can even be the best of both worlds 
as far as exhibitionists are concerned since they 
have a ready-made audience and none among the 
audience will complain since they are all willing 
participants. Willing in that they obviously 
wouldn’t go if they didn’t know and look forward 
to watching. Thus, no danger of being reported 
to the police. 

Now, let us go to the other kind of dog-ees, 
the less enthusiastic ones. This partner is not an 
exhibitionist and in fact might be described as an 
average woman (presuming such a descriptiopn 
were possible and could be accurate) for whom 
being discovered having sex by a stranger 
would be abhorrent. Perhaps being the focus 
of attention at an agreed dogging site would 
by triply abhorrent since not just one stranger, 
but a crowd—some small, others huge, would be 
watching. 

We need not worry about the doggers and 
exhibitionists. They can take care of themselves. 

I feel the only people one might have some 
empathy for are the reluctant dog-ees, who are 
there not for their own benefit, but for the simple 
reason that their partners insist that they cannot 
get any sexual pleasure if dogging isn’t involved. 

There are many things one can do under 
such a situation, and if none of you come up with 
a suggestion via a letter to the editor, then I shall 
write about this in my next column, ok? 

□ 
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Primetime DeliShrts— 

A new perspective on Pinoy dramas ^ 


WORDS BY JOHN MICHAEL BUENO 


T he unspoken rule of machismo 
dictates that men in general 
should never watch local 
teleseryes or telenovelas. If 
the program doesn’t involve 
punching, bleeding, guns, blowing up things or 
balls, then it shouldn’t be on our list. If we even 
think about touching the remote during hours, 
we have to be ready as it’ll result to lesser rice 
servings, saltier meals and lesser beer in the 
fridge. We don’t want that to happen. There’s 
a wise man who once said, “If you can’t beat 
them, then join them,” so we’ll have to learn 
to adapt. To make it even easier, here’s some 
sure fire reasons why it’s okay for us to watch 
teleseryes. 

Men are lovers and heroes 

When you’ve got a story that involves 
hardships, drama or just about any time the 
lead is a lady, there will always be the male 
counterpart. It’s actually a good thing to be 
portrayed as the ‘Knight in Shining Armor’, 
one who spurs the romance when all else fails 
in the story. Dude, that’s a good thing. If she 
believes in that so much it’ll be the perfect 
persona you can get to do role play later on. 

Get the signals, get the significant parts she 
giggled with and use that to your advantage. 
Sometimes, it’s not the stars they’re after but 
the persona they portray. Even if you don’t 
look the part, make sure she knows you can act 
and perform just like them. 

Impressive cleavages 

If there’s a vixen in the mix and they’re 
actually part of the story, I’m pretty sure the 


boobs are mighty. Be it superstars, starlets or 
just about anybody in the support role, they’ll 
be showing some real power to woo the men. 
That actually includes you. You get all that 
available from the ones in the afternoon and 
right after dinner. If they had the effort to 
do that, you might have just been the target 
audience - because I know some of these shows 
got their ratings because of you. They do it o 
n purpose, they don’t do it for art. Aside from 
that, seeing the things women can whip out 
in a PG-rated show is quite adventurous. It’s 
fascinating how with all those rating restraints, 
they’d be able to still tickle your fancy. Now 
that ain’t too bad to watch, right? 

Impressive 'ass-ets' 

Have you even seen Arci, Ellen, and 
Coleen? That’s a whole issue of PLAYBOY 
right there. If you’re joining people who watch 
these shows in your home, you might as well 
get something out of it. These are pretty fine 
women we’re talking about - and they’re not 
just ordinary women, they’re probably the 
most desired ones in the country. There’s tons 
more in other shows to actually see, like Liza 
Soberano, Julia Montes, Janine Gutierrez, 
Kathryn Bernardo, shall I continue? They’re 
not teens anymore, they’re gorgeous women. 
You should go and take another look. Aside 
from the heroines, there are tons of villains 
who also look the part, and it’s like you get to 
watch free soft porn in the afternoon. 

She's HAPPY = You're HAPPY 
Everyone knows that simple rule. You 
don’t have to be a genius to know that. There’s 


also the point of doing something valuable 
here, it’s the time spent to cuddle. It’s not just 
for your girlfriend/wife, it’s for the rest of 
the people in the house who choose to watch 
the show. It’s time to commune, to know 
something general so if you’re already in a 
conversation that almost everybody knows, 
you can have an opinion on something you 
know because you watched it. Don’t be a wuss, 
if it’s something that they want to do during 
their time of the day, be in it... be in the 
moment. Trust me, you’ll get points for doing 
that. 

Redeeming values 

Believe it or not, there’s actually something 
to learn here. It’s not just something physical, 
though that’s a huge part of it. Apart from 
the awesome portrayal of the male form, the 
boobs, the ass (which we all love), there are 
real interesting stories in between where you 
can pick up life lessons, pick-up lines, and 
conversation starters. The poor always get to 
be rich, the heroes always win, the villains 
always die (or end up in jail, or a slow painful 
death), and we get to see life’s beautiful 
creations in these shows. Although I’m pretty 
sure the women are sufficient, you’re bound to 
get more if you watch them all. 

Dude, it’s okay to actually watch teleseryes 
and telenovelas. I hope I’ve proven that. It’s 
good to actually be cultured, to know about 
what other people are talking about. The next 
time you get inspired in the bedroom because 
of this, you can thank me for it. 

□ 
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WOMEN 


M y introduction to the world 
of erotica and pornography 
happened in stages. In high 
school (an all-girls Catholic 
high school, at that), it 
was through romance novels. Back then, 
these books were the currency of trade. Many 
hours were spent huddled in the bathroom 
and giggling over pages and pages of Lord 
John going down on his shy, innocent lover, 
Lady Prudence. But 
in those pages, it was 
the ‘heaving breaths’ 
and ‘stiff manhood’ 
and ‘creamy globes’ 
that gave away the fact 
that we were reading 
something forbidden 
yet mildly arousing. 

Vanilla, by today’s 
standards, where even 
Regency romance 
writers use slang words 
for gent and lady parts. 

Gradually these 
pages turned into 
more sexually-explicit 
photos I had come 
across on the internet. 

It was of two girls 
locked in an intimate 
embrace with their 
tongues dueling and 
their hands cupping 
each other’s breasts. 

While the exact details 
of how I ended up 
seeing these photos 
is now a distant 
memory, I do recall 
feeling turned-on and 
confused at the same 
time. Was I a lesbian? 

Don’t think so. After 
all, I was still crushing 
on this boy I met at a 
soiree. 01c, just curious 
then. After all, coming 
from an all-girls high 
school, you hear the 
rumors of girl-on-girl 
action going on in more 
enclosed parts of the school. 

I needed to see more of these photos but 
back then I wasn’t quite as internet savvy 
so it was a paid site that I ended up on. My 
curiosity led to me stealing my dad’s credit 
card to pay for a monthly subscription. The 
site promised that it would show up on the 
billing statement with something as innocuous 
as ‘*AMD Enterprises’ or some such bullshit. 
And knowing my dad hardly ever checked his 


credit card bill to the letter, I figured it was 
safe. It was. I got away with it for a good six 
or so months before I felt I had accumulated 
more than enough images to create my own 
spank bank. 

It wasn’t long before I discovered the joys 
of pornographic videos. Moving images? Mind 
blown! Again, the first video I ever came across 
was of two girls going at it like sex-crazed cats. 
And it was glorious, It was the most moved I’ve 


ever been that I didn’t even touch myself and I 
could already feel myself unraveling. I wanted 
more. I needed more. I was, in the words of 
today’s youth, thirsty. 

Google was especially helpful at this 
time as it showed dozens (hundreds) of sites I 
could visit for free porn. There was the usual 
straight sex, lesbian sex, and threesome action 
that I was used to, but then there was also a 
category on BDSM, femdoms, deep throating, 
double penetrations, and gangbangs. A whole 


new world of possibilities opened up to me. 
However, as intriguing as all of those sounded, 
it was the thumbnail on bisexual sex that 
caught my attention. It showed a guy sitting 
on another guy’s lap with his penis in lap¬ 
sitting guy’s anus and another girl sucking on 
him. I was intrigued. In all of my explorations 
of porn up until that point, I had never come 
across guy on (in) guy action. Dare I click 
on this? This seemed to me like the point of 
no return. Save from 
bestiality, this seemed 
to me like the most 
forbidden of hardcore 
porn. A quick look see 
will not be enough 
because once unseen, 
it cannot be unseen. 
What the hey, right? 
Might as well go all in. 
Double click. 

And I loved it. I 
watched every single 
minute of the first 
video I ever saw. It 
helped, of course, that 
both guys in the video 
were handsome, buff 
studs that gave out 
all the appropriate 
reactions to get their 
viewers off. It suddenly 
dawned on me why 
certain videos did it 
for me while others 
didn’t. Even in the 
world of porn acting, 
there’s a fine line 
that separates the bad 
actors from the good. 

I had become quite 
the expert that too 
much moaning had 
become a turn off. So 
was too much laughing 
or giggling. Even to 
a certain extent, too 
much verbal teasing is 
a turn-off. 

Now that more 
and more women are 
writing and directing 
porn and with the surge of sex-positive 
movements sprouting all over the world, there 
is now a movement to create higher quality 
porn. Some, in fact, are more arthouse than 
adult movie. There’s also no more shame in 
admitting that we get off off watching people 
having sex. 

Now excuse me while I peruse the latest 
offerings on Pornhub. 

□ 
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The Lure of Poverty 

Are we mollycoddling the impoverished for political purposes? 

WORDS BY COSIMA ROSAURO 


I n her book “Saints and Strangers”, author 
Angela Carter wrote, “What would the 
daughters of the rich do with themselves 
if the poor ceased to exist?” While the 
quote was made as a tongue-in-cheek 
observation of the ways the rich and the one- 
percenter use the impoverished as a kind of 
example to show the world that they do good 
work, it nevertheless rings derisively true to 
how local politicians use them as a means to 
an end; specifically, to get them elected (or re¬ 
elected, as the case may be) to higher office. 

Let’s backtrack to six years ago to give you 
a better example of this phenomenon. In the 
early days of the presidential race of 2010, 
current standard bearer of the Liberal Party, 

Mar Roxas, had also declared his intention to 
run for president. The TV commercial for that 
particular campaign showed Roxas riding a 
pedicab being pedaled by a young boy. 


The 40-second ad opens with a little girl 
running in the middle of a wet market towards 
the pedicab, shouting, ‘Kuya!’, establishing that 
the young boy is her older brother. She hops in 
uninvited and plops down next to Roxas. He 
takes this rather rude intrusion in stride and 
asks the girl, “Ilang taon lea na?” She holds up 
all her fingers on her right hand about to say 
something but her brother interrupts (rudeness 
is apparently a family trait) and says, “Si Lani 
po anim, ako trese.” Six? But she just held up 
one hand. Clearly, this ad needed a better 
editor. 

Roxas then asks them, “Ano mga pangarap 
niyo?” To which the boy replies that he’d like 
to be a seaman, while the little girl wants to be 
an actress. The young boy then launches into 
a speech about how they never think about 
their dreams anymore because around those 
parts, people had to take care of themselves; 


there were no jobs, no money to buy medicine. 
Roxas shakes his head sympathetically and tells 
the young boy, “Analc, itabi mo. Ako na.” The 
next shot then shows him pedaling the pedicab 
himself while he narrates his pledge to fight to 
make lives of the poor better and that he will do 
it together with them and he won’t leave them 
standing. 

Months after this ad aired, however, Roxas 
took a step back and agreed to be incumbent 
President Benigno Simeon Aquino Ill’s running 
mate instead, aligning himself with the Liberal 
Party’s “Daang Matuwid” campaign, promising 
to help eradicate poverty in the country. At this 
point, of course, it’s common knowledge that 
Roxas lost to former Makati mayor, Jejomar 
Binay. 

Now the question becomes, how far did 
the Aquino government get in helping the 
impoverished? Well, not much, if we go by 
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what the Philippine Statistics Authority 
reports. In 2014, they reported that poverty 
incidence in Filipinos rose to 25.8-percent 
from the 24.6-percent reported the previous 
year. Though, to put matters into perspective, 
this was also the year that Typhoon Yolanda 
devastated the country. Another perspective, 
though, is that in 1999, poverty incidence in 
Filipinos was reported at 33.1-percent, only 
five-percent down 15 years later. 

That’s not very impressive. Particularly 
if you take into consideration that this 
administration’s very platform is about raising 
the quality of lives of those still living in 
poverty. This coming year, the government 
claims that it aims to bring down the poverty 
incidence to at least 18-percent (from 25). But 
with the elections coming up in May, one has to 
wonder how they plan on implementing that, 
especially if the incumbent party doesn’t win. If 
that happens, there would be a whole new set of 
rules and programs that would require starting 
all over again. 

The neverending cycle 

Considering the time that has lapsed 
and the seeming lack of progression of the 
eradication (or at least the lessening) of the 
incidence of poverty in the country. One of the 
2015 Millennium Development Goals is to aim 
to bring down the poverty rate by half, from the 
33.1-percent in 1991 down to 16-percent. Given 
that the country has had all this time to bring 
it down and has only managed to cut it down 
by five-percent, chances are slim that even the 
18-percent is attainable. 

Is it possible then, that the poor are being 
exploited to further our politicians’ agendas? 
What would happen, after all, if the middle class 
rises and those living in destitute are practically 
a thing of the past? How would our politicians 
handle their campaigns? Even the programs in 
place, like the Pangtawid Pamilya Program done 
by the government is essentially a handout. The 
educational programs offered by TESDA has 
potential but it’s not as well advertised and the 
success stories are few and far between. 

The current crop of presidentiables are 
performing the same song and dance; “The poor 
need our help.” “The current administration is 
unable to help you, I can.” “I promise to make 
sure that you will have better lives.” 

Inversely, there are also seems to be a 
perverse desire in our less fortunate brethren 
to stay less fortunate in order to milk the 
handouts coming their way. Unless you’ve been 
living under a rock, then you’re probably aware 
that the noontime show “Eat Bulaga” created 
the “Juan For All, All For Juan” segment where a 
trio of hosts visit a barangay and give out prize 
money to a specially selected resident of that 
barangay. In one episode, they selected a winner 
whose house burned down from a fire started 
from a neighbor’s unattended stove. The winner 
selected, a woman in her early 50s remarked 
to the hosts as soon as they reached her, “Ang 
tagal-tagal lco po lcayong hinintay. Nung 


December pa po lcami nag fill up ng registration 
form. Balcit ngayon lang po kayo dumating? 

(I’ve waited for you for so long. We filled up the 
registration form way back in December. Why 
did you only come now?).” To which one of the 
hosts replied, “Ay pasensya na po, na-trapilc 
lang (Oh, I’m sorry. We hit some traffic).” This 
episode aired live in February. Witty. 

It would be easy to dismiss her comment 
as a joke; made because she was feeling 
nervous. Had you seen this episode, however, 
you would’ve probably raised your eyebrows 
too. It seems it’s not only the millenials that 
can be accused of a sense of entitlement; 
our impoverished citizenry has that market 
cornered. The same thing happens when the 
government attempts to remove squatters from 
various areas in the metro. Riots often ensue 
and the common complaint is that they’re 
being relocated but they’re not being given jobs. 
“Bigyan niyo muna lcami ng pang-lcain bago 
niyo lcami ilipat (Give us money to help us feed 
ourselves before you relocate us),” they would 
shout. 

Sadly, the adage that claims those who need 
a loan are those with even bigger egos. When 
they ask for a loan and then are denied, they 
tend to scoff at the person they’re asking a loan 
from and will more likely hold a grudge; after 
all, in their way of thinking, because you’re rich, 
you have to give to the poor to appease your 
guilty conscience. Because being rich is a sin 
apparently. “Aanhin niya lahat ng yaman niya 


(What’s he going to do with all his riches),” we 
scoff. 

There is no denying that there is indeed 
an obligation by the government to raise the 
quality of living of its citizenry. There is no 
denying that handouts and donations are a 
big help, but there should be a limit to the 
handouts being given. There are other ways 
to counteract poverty. Education is key. The 
focus should be in being able to provide quality 
education. Start them young and eventually 
what they have learned will trickle down to 
others and will be a big help. The goal is to 
‘teach them to fish’. Q 

“This coming year, the 
government claims that 
it aims to bringdown 
thepoverty incidence 
to at least i8-percent 
(from 2 $). But with 
the elections coming 
up in May, one has 
to wonder how they 
plan on implementing 
that, especially if 
the incumbent party 
doesn f twin. ” 
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The desire to help those less fortunate than him has 
been ingrained in Doc Anton's life from the time 
that he was child. Now that he's grown and able to 
do more, he's also disrupting the commonly used 
business model in doing good. 
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eople commonly think 
of disruption as a bad 
thing. One supposes 
that if you go with the 
Webster definition of 
the word, that it means 
to forcibly separate things, then yes, it would 
have a negative connotation. In the business 
world, however, disruption is looked at in a 
positive light. To disrupt something in the 
business world means that one was able to 
come up with a radical change in an industry, 
especially involving the introduction of a 
new product or service that creates a new 
market. 

For Antonio H. Lim, aka Doc Anton, 
his moment of disruption came when he 
set up The Yellow Boat Foundation. Unlike 
other non-profit groups, his foundation 
uses 100-percent of its monetary donations 
on creating school boats and other “modes 
of transport and structures (such as boats, 
bridges, dormitories to help struggling 
children get to school. We want to ensure that 
no child is left behind, which means changing 
the world into a better place through every 
child’s education”. The Foundation was 
started in late 2010, having started out its 
life as the Philippine Funds for Little Kids 
based in Zamboanga, with practically the 
same goals in mind. While they still call 
Zamboanga their homebase, Yellow Boat’s 
reach has now expanded to any community 
in the Philippines that need help in this 
regard. 

“My way of doing it is that you don’t 
get anything out of the foundation. One 
hundred percent of the donation goes to the 
people. For example, if the donation was for 
a yellow boat, we allot it to the yellow boat. 

If there are savings, like if we are able to 
produce a hundred boats from donations and 
there’s say, 10,000 [pesos] left over, that’s an 
additional one boat. Ganun lcami. So even 
our volunteers nationwide, they don’t get 
anything,” explained Doc Anton. 

“If they go up the mountain, they have 
to pay for their own way. I think that’s the 
reason why yung donor’s confidence is 
higher. At naririning naman natin yung 
ibang aid agencies, yung admin expense nila 
is actually more than what goes to the people 
because of the nature of their organization. 
We’re going against the tide. We are 


disrupting the model. Though, admittedly, it 
is quite challenging which is why we need all 
the business to keep us afloat,” he added. 

As a child, Doc Anton’s parents instilled 
in him the need for compassion for the 
impoverished. His altruistic nature was 
further ignited when he had a chance to 
work with the Tzu Chi Foundation, where 
he learned what he terms “the proper way of 
doing charity work”, which entail thanking 
the recipient for the opportunity to help 
them out. Furthermore, his connection with 
Dharma Master Cheng Yen taught him that 
you have to keep on giving in order for other 
blessings to enter your life. “Sabi niya, 

‘Iba yung pagbigay mo lang, but if you 
give from your own pocket, you’re actually 
pouring out the water. Since empty glass na 
siya. if you don’t pour it out, saan pupunta? 
Wala lea nang space,” he explained. 

"My way of 
doing it is that 
you don't get 
anything out of 
the foundation. 
One hundred 
percent of the 
donation goes to 
the people." 

It’s also worth noting that the reason 
he’s called Doc Anton is because he’s a 
veterinarian. His claim to fame in this other 
facet of his life was when he accompanied 
hero dog, Kabang, to the US to what they 
had hoped for chance to get reconstructive 
surgery on her snout when she lost the whole 
upper portion in saving the lives of her 
human playmates. Alas, the surgery was not 
to be and upon their return home, he and his 
family decided to adopt Kabang, of whom we 
are happy to report is doing great and eating 
and drinking normally. 

Humanitarian. Veterinarian. 
Businessman (he’s the Director for Business 
Development of the Filinvest International 
Sales Group). His impressive list of titles is 
made even more inspiring by the fact that 
he’s humble, down-to-earth, and self-effacing 
(read on to see what he has to say about being 



jokingly dubbed by his staff as the ‘Chief 
Tormentor’). Having a conversation with him 
is just like chatting with an old friend. There 
is a quiet confidence in how he purports 
himself that it’s easy to see how he can easily 
charm donors, delight human companions 
of his animal patients, and attract possible 
buyers. 

“I’ve always believed that in order to do 
more, I have to be more,” he declared. 

PB: What type of challenges do you face with 
your particular business model? 

AL: We meet a lot of people who want to 
volunteer but because they are not secured 
financially so that kind of hinders them from 
growing. But, sabi nga namin, there’s a lot of 
ways to volunteer. Like, our website. It is just 
being done by somebody who volunteered. 
The graphic design is also being done by 
somebody who just volunteered. Kanya 
lcanyang talent, so you don’t really have to 
join the turnover or actually build a boat or 
donate a boat. Every small thing amounts 
to something if you put them altogether. 
That’s our philosophy. So far, six years na 
lcami and sabi nga nila, ‘It won’t last! It 
won’t last! If that’s how you’re going to do it, 
you’re going to lose all your volunteers. It’s 
challenging but we still are able to open up 
more communities now then before and we 
get donations also simply because they see 
that their money is put to good use. 

PB: Why yellow boats? 

AL: Yellow siya kasi universally, yellow is 
the color of hope. And the school bus is also 
universally yellow. The boat is supposed to 
be a yellow school bus, but boat siya, yellow 
school boat. If you see our boat, it’s just yellow 
with black markings, so it’s just like a school 
bus. It’s also for safety purposes lcasi a school 
bus is painted yellow and black for visibility. 
It wouldn’t figure in too many accidents. 
Ganun din sa dagat. From there, that 
became our DNA. We built classrooms, we 
made it yellow. Called it The School of Hope. 
We built bridges, it’s still yellow. Dorms, 
still yellow. But we went from building boats 
now to just making it easier for kids to get an 
education. We’re now addressing the access 
and safety part. We believe that education 
is still the only way out of poverty. Walang 
shortcut. 

PB: Are you also planning on going into 
training, like teachers, educators? 

AL: What’s unique about Yellow Boat is that 
each community poses its own challenges. 
Like in Zamboanga, we noticed that when 
we gave them boats, there was 110-percent 
increase in the number of students that were 
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now going to school. Ang dami. But after 
one year, ang dami namang dropout. So 
we asked the teachers, ‘How come? What 
happened?’ Turned out [the students] had 
a hard time writing because from negative, 
you put them into Kinder 1 or Grade 2. So we 
built an alternative learning center for them 
to learn how to count, how to write their 
name, their ABCs. The basics. Then we get the 
volunteers. Then DepEd trained the teachers, 
the volunteers, on how to do alternative 
learning. First few months, mga bata lahat 
ng tinuturuan niya. Later on, nagsi-sit-in 
na yung parents. Naging adult learning na 
in the afternoon lcasi nalaman namin that 
they would like to be educated also. Sabi nga 
nila, ‘At least I can write my name and vote.’ 

PB: It’s like a domino effect, your ‘business’ 
model. 

AL: Yes, yes, it’s a domino effect. Then later 
on we found out the kids are malnourished, 
so we started a feeding program. We don’t 
open up a community unless we find a local 
implementer. 

PB: That’s a requirement? 

AL: That’s a requirement because wala 
nga learning admin expense, diba ? It would 
take us to spend a lot of money and time if 
we go to Davao and make sure everything 


is ok. So every time somebody tells us, ‘Oh 
there’s our swimming kids,’ or, ‘There are 
kids hiking to go to school,’ and they need to 
build something, we always look for selfless 
volunteers who will start the spark. We 
look for a ‘firestarter’ in the area and from 
there, we get the donors, since we have the 
credibility, we make a separate page for them. 
Like if you see, we have a page for Zamboanga 
Funds for Little Kids or our Davao Funds 
for Little Kids. That’s a service that we do 
for them. Each one of them are headed by 
organizations or individuals. Meron dun 
mga students, meron din mga professionals. 
Others are already established organizations. 
Yung sa Cotabato namin, puro sila mga 
gays. May mga ganyang component. 

When we started communicating with them, 
Sabi nga nila , ‘Doc, before we go further, 
we just have something to disclose?’ Sabi ltO 
naman, ‘Why? What’s wrong?’ Sabi niya, 
‘We’re all gays.’ I told them that wasn’t a 
problem. 

Cotabato is actually our most challenging 
community. The Liguasan Marsh? MILF, 
mnlf, lahat na lang ata ng acronym, 
andun na! We’re the only organization 
that was able to go there, penetrate the area 
and give hundreds of boats, built schools 
along the marsh but they’re respected. Pag 


nakitang yellow boat yan, may agreement 
sila, off limits yan, lcasi mga bata yan. They 
were that effective, our local implementer. 
Now every year they do something, like 
they teach them proper hygiene. We were 
able to build a school there lcasi the usual 
problem, once you give the boat, tataas yung 
enrollment, wala silang pupuntahan. Now 
we’re into scholarships. Two years ago, our 
first scholars graduated. Yung mga dating 
nagsi-swimming. It’s nice din to see them 
going back and also doing something for the 
community. 

PB: I’m sure politics also comes into play in 
the communities that you help. How do you 
deal with that? 

AL: Yeah, what we do is we don’t involve, we 
don’t channel any help sa local government. 
Not even with the barangay captains. 

They’re free to witness but they cannot 
participate in the turnover; they cannot give 
a speech. Bawal talaga sa amin. May mga 
mistakes lcami before while doing it. Not 
in Yellow Boat lcasi I learned this from the 
previous organization. Once somebody comes 
in, you sort of alienate almost half of the 
population in the community. What we do is 
we always look for servant leaders in the same 
community. In our first community, the one 
that cropped up was a fisherman. He’s like 
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someone in the community now pew hindi 
pa rin siya tumatakbo [for higher office]. 
That’s what most of our community leaders 
are now. Although they’re very well known 
in the community now, lahat nagsasabl 
na pag tumalcbo sila, panalo sila , they 
never even entertain the idea. Nate-taint 
kasi talaga. Even if their aspirations are 
honest, just the mere fact that they’re part 
of a political party, causes distrust na. There 
was actually one time, we had somebody 
come up to us and say, T thought you guys are 
yellow. How come you’re giving boats to the 
other side. Mga Marcos yun.’ But when we 
explained to them that it’s a school bus, they 
embraced the concept. Sabi namin , ‘If we 
keep on changing the color, we wouldn’t have 
our own identity.’ Now when you see a yellow 
boat, whether it’s ours or not, people will still 
say it’s ours, [laughs] 

PB: There have been other organizations that 
started doing this as well? 

AL: Oh yeah, there’s a lot now. Nung 
gumawa lcami, no one was doing that. Now, 
you have the NVC [Negrense Volunteers for 
Change Foundation, Inc.] doing that; GK 
[Gawad Kalinga] has its own version. GK is 
also using yellow but their tagline is ‘Walang 
Iwanan’. Sa amin, it’s ( Bagong Pag-asa\ 
When we first gave the boat, we asked the 
community what is the boat to them. Sabi 
nila it’s more than just a boat, what it means 
to them is renewed hope. Finally daw kasi 
lcala daw nila nalcalimutan na sila ng 
diyos nila. Our first community was a 
Muslim community. They thought they had 
been forgotten by Allah. But, yun nga, when 
we arrived they had a ‘renewed hope’, so we 
decided to call it ‘Bagong Pag-asa\ All our 
boats has this tagline as a reminder of the 
boat’s purpose. From that, nung nangyari 
yung Typhoon Pablo, we started giving to 
fishermen Haitian. 

PB: You’ve expanded beyond just using the 
boats as a school bus for the kids? 

AL: Yeah, after Typhoon Pablo hit, we went 
to Davao del Sur and we found out that 
there’s an island where highschool kids need 
to take a boat to go to the mainland to study. 
Ang problema , after the typhoon, washout 
lahatyan. So we went there, we donated 
five boats to replace the ones that were lost. 
During the turnover, dinumog lcami ng 
mga fisherman. Galit na galit, lcala nung 
organizer they were going to start a riot. They 
were actually complaining about why we only 
gave the boats for the children’s use, balcit 
daw sila hindi. Sabi lco, ‘These are school 
boats.’ Sabi nila, ‘What’s the difference? 

Don’t you know that if you don’t give us 
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boats, our kids cannot go to school because 
they have to help us in our livelihood?’ Sabi 
pa nila, ‘If you give us boats, we don’t need 
them. We don’t need an extra pair of hands 
because this would be enough to put food on 
the table. We can go out and fish and they 
can go to school.’ Nung sinabi nila sa akin 
yun, sabi ko, ‘Oo nga, ano ? They had a 
point. That’s what I mean about us trying to 
learn from the community. 

When we go to communities, we don’t 
offer solutions immediately. We immerse 
ourselves. That’s the reason why we want 
the leaders to come from the community. 
Bottom-up lcami eh. We never impose. Like 
the boat. When we first went there, yung 
ibang mga tao, sinasabi, ‘Why don’t we 
build a bridge?’ Sabi ko, c San tayo lcukuha 
ngpanggawa ng bridge?’ Saan lcami 
lculcuha ngpera para diyan, diba? Yung 
iba naman , ‘Let’s buy a speedboat.’ Ang 
darning mga ganyan. Ang darning mga 
suggestion. Like, ‘Let’s move them inland.’ 
May sponsor daw , gagawa na daw ng 
bahay. The people in the community were 
saying that unless they grow seaweed inland, 
yun lcasi main source of income nila , unless 
they can grow the seaweed inland, walang 
susunod dun. That’s their livelihood. It’s 
not like they want to stay there. Wala lang 
talagang choice. 

Going back to the community ravaged by 
Typhoon Pablo, we decided to give them the 
boats. We gave over a hundred also. Nalcita 
namin yung income nila from nothing to 
something. Next day, after we gave them the 
boats, parang walang nangyaring disaster. 


Everybody was working. Then, after two 
months, may bahay na sila. Grabe yung 
impact. When Yolanda happened, we were 
ready. We started the fundraising. Of course, 
1,000 boats ang lcailangan. Di namin lcaya 
yun. That’s where our former partners sa 
Negros, sa NVC, asked us for permission to 
do that also. No problem. The more people 
you have helping, the better. Wala namang 
monopoly on doing good, diba ? We shouldn’t 
actually compete in doing good. Yung iba 
lcasi, they get indignant, ‘ Amin yan. That’s 
our idea.’ We should actually encourage 
them. Their donor will be a different set from 
our donors. I alway believe that lcanya- 
lcanya yan eh. Rung saan mas comfortable 
magbigay. 

GK, they asked us how we did it. Then, 
yung WWF [World Wildlife Fund for 
Nature]? Lory Tan [WWF-Philippines CEO] 
also called me and they did it also. Of course, 
sa lcanila, medyo upgraded lcasi sabi nila, 
‘We’re environmentally-friendly.’ We were 
able to build over 2,000 boats and we’re still 
doing that. The areas that were not in the 
news? Yun yung mga natulungan namin. 
The only thing we ask from the communities 
is that once they’re stable in their livelihoods, 
please send their kids to school. 

PB: You always follow up on how the 
communities are doing? 

AL: Oh yeah. Remember we have local 
implementers? That’s why they have their 
own Faceboolc pages. A lot of the community 
leaders are now nationally-awarded. Some of 
them are already with UN, simply because 


of the work that they are doing with Yellow 
Boat. Some of them are being asked to 
implement this in Burma. It’s expanding. The 
idea of‘bottom-up’ help is actually catching 
up also. It’s challenging because that’s not the 
norm. Usually, organizations come in telling 
the community what they need, what’s good 
for them. 

PB: You’re official title is ‘Chief Dreamer’, 
v Yes. [laughs] Pero sabi nga nila, while 
that’s the title that they gave me, they also 
called me Chief Mentor daw. They changed 
it now, Chief Tormentor na daw. [laughs] 
When I start something, I push them lcasi. 
May mga ibang community lcasi medyo 
challenging. There should be a sense of 
urgency always lcasi my way of thinking is, ‘If 
these were your kids, would you let them hike 
10 kilometers just to get to school? Would 
you let them bungee jump? Would you let 
them swim to school?’ The sense of urgency 
should always be there. I’m happy that that 
idea is being propagated. 

PB: What is the ultimate dream? 

AL: The ultimate dream is for us to be 
useless. For us to fade out of oblivion 
because you’re not needed anymore. Some 
organizations lcasi I feel have become a 
source of income for its members; it’s become 
their livelihood. My ultimate dream is that 
once our communities have been established 
a few years down the road, I’d like for them 
to not even remember who we are anymore. 
Gusto lco ma-dissolve na lang lcami lcasi 
wala na learning magawa. Q 
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W ith the busyness 

and harried pace of 
everyday life, taking 
time to actually take 
care of yourself seems to be a luxury 
nowadays. But it’s something our 
International Woman, Chanelle Kuhn, 
advocates for one’s peace of mind. 

“Take care of your body and your 
mind. Do what makes you the happiest. 
If you don’t like something in your life, 
then change it! Fall in love with who 
you are,” she advises. Wise words, we 
say. And ones that we wholeheartedly 
agree with. For Chanelle, in practicing 


what she preaches, taking care 
of herself involves “hot yoga for 
mindfulness, a trip to the gym to keep 
fit and feeling good, and an occasional 
day at the spa for serenity”. 

Surrounding one’s self with 
supportive family and friends should 
also be on your agenda. And her 
Instagram account is filled with more 
positive vibes as she writes, “Be kind. 
Show gratitude”. 

“I don’t work a typical 9 to 5, and I 
don’t let fear stop me from trying new 
things. I make each day special and live 
life in the moment. I travel whenever 


possible and enjoy every opportunity 
to the fullest,” she enthused. 

This young 26-year-old, Canadian 
native also know exactly what she 
wants when it comes to relationships, 
citing dishonesty, unfaithfulness, 
and not having confidence as her top 
three dealbrealcers. “He also shouldn’t 
make you lose yourself. He should be 
kind to you and to everyone around 
him. There’s nothing sexier than a 
great attitude, a friendly persona, and 
someone who opens doors for you,” she 
revealed. We did mention good vibes, 
right? □ 
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PLAYMATE 


DREAMY DOESN’T EVEN BEGIN TO DESCRIBE THE HEADY ALLURE OF MISS MARCH. 


Slither in 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 

WORDS BY 

LAUREN ACURANTES 


C an one be both a responsible breadwinner 
and a free spirit at the same time? 
Apparently so, and one only needs to sit 
down with Miss March, Marj (Daraog), to 
get the right balance between fun and functional. 

A 25-year-old online casino dealer, Marj had 
only begun modeling at the ripe old age of 24. But 
with her youthful looks and petite frame, she can 
run circles round her barely legal counterparts. 
Good genetics coupled with a pretty positive 
outlook evidently makes for a radiant, ethereal 
glow. “The very first modeling gig I ever did was 
for a fashion show, and it was quickly followed by 
a car show. I started late but the jobs and gigs have 
been pretty steady so, I feel really lucky,” she stated 
proudly. 

When asked about what she enjoyed the most 
about modeling. Marj was quick to quip, “You 
mean aside from the talent fees?” Did we mention 
she’s also got a bit of a funny bone? “Hindi, pero 


seryoso, yung mga tao. Na-e-e njoy lco talaga yung 
mag- meet ng mga tao. It’s nice because you have 
this great support group that goes to all your events 
so lcahit na pagod na pagod lea na, ang sarap nung 
feeling ng may mga taong nagsu-suporta sayo,” she 
said. 

Her quip about the talent fee may have 
been said in jest but it’s also a reflection of her 
practicality. She’s the eldest in the family and 
is now financially supporting her family. An 
independent through and through and showing 
an entrepreneurial spirit, her future plans include 
opening up their own store. “Bigasan siguro. Para 
mataas tsaka di mawawala ang demand,” she 
replied when asked what kind of store. We did also 
mention that she has a good head on her shoulders, 
right? 

In the meantime, take a gander at these photos 
where our lenses captured Miss March in all her 
free-spirited, go-with-the-flow glory. □ 
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PLAYBOY 




PLAYMATE DETAILS 


NAME: MARJORIE FLOR 
DATE OF BIRTH: SEPTEMBER 10, 1990 
PLACE OF BIRTH: BATANGAS CITY 
HEIGHT: 5'4" WEIGHT: 110 LBS. 

BUST: 32 WAIST: 25 HIPS: 34 
TURN-ON: MEN WITH A GOOD SENSE 
OF HUMOR 

TURN-OFF: BOASTFULNESS AND 
ARROGANCE 

SEXIEST PIECE OF CLOTHING: 

AT-BACKTHONG 

IDEAL FIRST DATE: A NICE LONG WALK 
WHERE I CAN GET TO KNOW THE REAL HIM 

ONE TRAIT I ADMIRE MOST IN A MAN: 

KINDNESS 

THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN IS: 

CHIVALROUS AND COMPASSIONATE 
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PARTY jokes'^ 


w hy do blondes look so hot when they drive? 

They don’t understand how to work the car’s conditioner. 

A 

1 1 boy had his heart set on becoming an actor and finally landed a part in the 
school play. He ran home after class, excited to tell his dad. “That’s fantastic,” his 
father replied. “Who do you play?” 

“I play a guy who’s been married for 20 years,” the boy answered. 

His father said, ’’Maybe next time you’ll get a speaking part.” 

A 

XI Roman walked into a bar, held up two fingers and said, “I’d like five beers, 
please.” 

Q 

L-Jorry,” the coed said to an awkward boy pursuing her, “but I’m into bad boys.” 
“That’s great,” he answered. “I’m terrible at everything!” 


A 

XI man went to the movie theater’s ticket window a second time and said, “One 
more.” 

“For The Hobbit?” the ticket vendor asked. 

“No,” the man replied. “That’s my girlfriend.” 

A 

1 1 man was in a pub when an ugly girl came up to him, squeezed his ass and 
said,” Give me your number, sexy.” 

“Do you have a pen?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

The man shot back, “Well, then you had better get back to it before the 
farmer notices you’re missing.” 

tixcuse me, ma’am, I’m conducting a survey,” said a voice over the phone. 

“Yes,” the woman said. “What is it about?” 

“We’re asking people what they think about sex on the television,” responded 
the caller. 

The woman replied, “ It sounds awfully uncomfortable!” 


T 

X he ambitious coach of a girls track team gave steroids to the squad. Although 
the athletes’ performance soared, one of the girls approached the coach with a 
problem. 

“Hair is starting to grow on my chest,” she complained. 

“What?” the coach said in a panic. “How far down does it go?” 

She replied, “ to my testicles.” 

A 

XXn artist tried to concentrate on completing his painting, but the attraction he 
felt for his model finally overwhelmed him. He threw down his palette, took her in 
his arms, and kissed her, but she pushed him away. 

“Maybe your other models let you kiss them,” she said, “ but I’m not like that.” 
“Actually, I’ve never been compelled to kiss a model before,” he protested. 
“Really?” she said softening. “Well, how many models have there been?” 

“Four so far,” he replied. “A jug, two apples, and a vase.” 

T 

X wo farmers were talking across their fence. The first complained, “ I can’t get 
my bull to inseminate any of my cows. Do you have any tricks you can share?” 

“I had a similar problem,” the second said. “So I went to the veterinarian, who 
gave me these pills for my bull. Ever since, he’s been fucking the cows’ brains out.” 
“Do you know what kind of pills these are?” the first asked. 

“I don’t remember the name offhand,” the second said. “But they taste like 
peppermint.” 



A 

XI man found a mysterious lamp and rubbed it. A genie popped out and said, “I 
will grant you one wish.” 

“Wow, one wish,” the man mused. “I’m afraid of flying, so I wish for a bridge 
from Los Angeles to Hawaii.” 

“Do you know how much of my power it would take to build a bridge halfway 
across the Pacific Ocean?” the genie asked. “Do you have another wish?” 

“Well, I suppose I would like to be able to understand women,” replied the man 
after some consideration. 

The genie answered, “About that bridge: two lanes or four?” 
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« COVER STORY 


"INTERNATIONAL LIFE COACH AND FITNESS MODEL CLARISSA 
CALINGASANIS WINNING AT LIFE. SHE'S THE WALKING EMBODIMENT 
OF THE LAW OF ATTRACTION'. BUT THIS DIMINUTIVE POWERHOUSE 
SAYS THERE IS NO SECRET; IT'S ALL ABOUT LIVING IN P.I.N.K. 


(i’m) possible 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY RENJIE TOLENTINO 

WORDS LAUREN M. ACURANTES 


ASSISTANT PHOTOGRAPHERS PAO BERNAL & MELO BALINGIT 
HAIR & MAKE-UP MONIQUE JARAMILLO-SENERES 
STYLED BY ANGELI HULAR 

SHOOT COORDINATOR PAMELA ACURANTES 

SPECIAL THANKS TO MILLENNX ATHLETIC GEAR 


“I can’t do it: 


“I don’t have time. : 


‘It’s just impossible. 


“I give up. : 



international dragon boat racing said. If you’re observant you would 

team after having only tested for it a notice that her definition of R.I.S.K. 
couple of weeks ago. To put that into is an anagram of the word’s spelling, 

perspective, Coach Clarissa doesn’t Coming up with platitudes formed 
know how to swim nor has she ever from various words is something 


that is seemingly unsurmountable 
or overwhelming. But for Life 


tried her hand at rowing. At least, Coach Clarissa does very well. She 

not until that day she tried out. says her favorite color is pink. Why 

Foolhardy you might say (“What if pink? Because, “I live, walk and talk 

she falls into the water?”), but this in ‘P.I.N.K’; passion, inspiration, new 

plucky athlete likes taking risks. ideas, and kindness,” she explained. 

“For me, risk is the road to influence And that, ladies and gents, is pretty 

your success and knowledge,” she much how you can describe her. 


Coach Clarissa Calingasan, you can 
always turn the impossible into the 
possible. 


As of this writing, the petite 


44-year-old mother of two, has 


just made a place for herself on an 
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PASSION 

The minute you start having a 
conversation with Coach Clarissa, 
you already know you’re in for 
lessons that can take you through 
life and encourage you to have the 
mental strength to improve your 
life and business. The passion for 
what she does, for what she stands 
for, was palpable in every word and 
uttered phrase. Even the story of 
how she met her husband in college 
was told with much joviality and 
littered with lessons learned. 

Her competitive nature (one 
she freely admitted to having had 
from when she was still a young 
child) dictated that she be the 
best at what she does. Group work 
can make it tricky to achieve that 
since it’s hard to gauge people’s 
competencies until you’re finally 
working together. During one 
semester, Coach Clarissa was 
dismayed to find that her group 
was not the best. Another group, 
of which her now-husband Jay was 
a part of, finished ahead of theirs. 

“I didn’t really know him then 
but I had my eye on him because 
he was good. I wanted him to be 
a part of my team from then on,” 
she explained. “Ang normal na tao, 
galit sa mga magagaling. Aawayin 
or kakainggitan.. Ako, gagawin ko, 
isasama ko sa team ko” she added. 
The following semester, she finally 
got Jay on her team and history, as 
they say, was made. 

“Pero yun pala, hindi ako 
magaling. Mabilis lang” he 
quipped. And we all had a good 
laugh. But even that was later 
turned into a life lesson. “I learned 
that you don’t need just good 
people on your team, sometimes 
you also need fast people, because 
some smart, intelligent people are 
sometime slow thinkers...Successful 
people make a decision quickly... 
You need someone fast to counter 
balance that. You need to find 


people on your team that can help 
you achieve your goals,” she opined. 

For the record, Coach Clarissa 
graduated college with a Bachelor’s 
Degree in Civil Engineering, 
and was a working student and a 
consistent dean’s lister, to boot. 
“Nagugulat nga ang mga tao 
lcapag sinasabi ko sa lcanila yun” 
she laughed. Probably because, 
with everything that she has 
already achieved thus far, having 
an engineering degree adds to 
the impressiveness of her list of 
achievements. “You know that 
phrase, ‘jack of all trades, master 
of none’? Aico, I make sure that I 
work hard to get better and excel at 
everything I do,” she proudly stated. 

INSPIRATION 

Her list of accomplishments 
can seem intimidating to some, 
overwhelming to others. But for 
the most part, it is awe-inspiring. 
Prior to her place on the dragon 
boat racing team, Coach Clarissa 
had just run her first marathon, 
having trained for it for only two 
and a half months. Even more prior 
to that, she was a bodybuilding 
champion, after training herself 
for a year. However, consider this, 

“I hate doing anything physical. 
Ayolco talaga mapawisan , hingalin 
or umitim, ” she shared, laughing. 

“I like more sedate activities, like 
playing board games; sharpening 
my thinking by playing chess and 
sudoku.” 

But a simple comment from a 
trainer at her gym, saying she could 
compete, triggered the start of her 
drive to be an athlete. “When I 
join competitions leasi, ayolco nung 
sasali lea lang , para masabi lang 
na sumali lea. When I compete, I 
compete to win, enjoy and give my 
best,” she said. The next thing you 
know, Coach Clarissa was already 
changing her mindset and was 
becoming more disciplined with her 


eating behaviors. “ Tatlo weakness 
ko; coffee, dark chocolates, and 
cheesecake. Bigyan mo ko niyan, 
hull mo na yung attention leo” she 
revealed. But it also helped, she 
said, that she’d been a pescatarian 
half of her life. That’s already half 
the battle, right there. 

True to her nature, she slayed 
her first foray in the bodybuilding 
competition scene and won. The 
drive for greatness ignited her 
passion to pursue things she never 
thought possible, something she 
dubbed her “(I’m)Possible Goals”, 
goals that entail activities she would 
normally find unimaginable. Like 
running. “That’s my newfound 
passion. Patalebuhin mo ko ngayon , 
masaya ako. Dati, patalebuhin mo 
ako, galit tayo” she laughed. 

For now, the next “(I’m)Possible 
Goal” Coach Clarissa is trying to 
achieve, is to be an International 
fitness model, eventually aiming to 
compete in Korea in the next few 
months. The training is rigorous; 
discipline is key; and the mindset 
should be strong. We’re definitely 
inspired. 

NEW IDEAS 

“At 44, realizing what I have 
learned and experienced, I am less 
critical and less judgmental,” she 
started. Posing for PLAYBOY is, 
after all, not something you would 
expect from someone who spouts 
bible verses and encourages people 
to be faithful. But she also agrees 
that one’s sensuality and one’s 
religious beliefs don’t have to be 
mutually exclusive. “I know, for 
sure, modeling here will surprise 
people, especially those who know 
me as a conservative, shy, simple, 
and private person. I learned what 
I learned and that’s the time I 
became more of a risk taker. I’m 
less sensitive to what other people 
have to say. I’m less affected by the 
judgment of others.” 


THE DRIVE FOR GREATNESS IGNITED HER PASSION 
TO PURSUE THINGS SHE NEVER THOUGHT POSSIBLE 
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In the similar vein, Coach Clarissa 
said that you should always open 
yourself up to learning new things, for 
it is in this willingness that people gain 
wisdom. “My mentor, John Maxwell, 
once said, ‘If you’re the best, and the 
only best, in the room, you’re in the 
wrong room.’ Bakit wrong room yurP. 
Wala lea nanggaanong matututunan. 
Hindi lea na mag-go-g row. It’s nice if 
paminsan-minsan, ileaw ang natututo. It 
takes a lot of humbleness, though. Lalo 
na leung alam mo na you are successful 
already and you know what you want, 
yun ang mas mahirap. It’s a struggle, but 
if you have humility, you will have fun 
growing with others and enjoy life,” she 
declared. 

KINDNESS 

Coach Clarissa Calingasan and her 
family are primarily based in Canada, 
but their stay there wasn’t always fun 
and games. There was a time, she shared 
matter of factly, that they only had 
about 15 cents in their bank account. 
“My goodness,” she exclaimed. That low 
moment of their lives prompted her to 
become a certified finance coach and 
after careful financial planning, she and 
her family were able to get back what 
they had lost. Now, Coach Clarissa is also 
giving back through her foundation, 

“Kaarawan Mo, BuhayKo”. With this 
foundation, Coach Clarissa encourages 
friends and colleagues to celebrate their 
birthdays with impoverished children 
and less fortunate seniors. It is the 
foundation’s mission “to give awareness 
in every individual that by celebrating 
their birthday, it means the value of life 
and by giving hope, a new life begins.” 

Her career as a certified life coach 
was also born out of her kindness and 
compassion. “I intentionally reach out to 
people from all walks of life to add value 
and for them to be less critical when 
they learn, inspire, and become aware 
about of what I do,” she said. While 
some may scoff at the idea of having a 
life coach, Coach Clarissa asks, “Why do 
you think athletes have coaches? The 
coaches are there to help them be better, 
to help them get through their sport. It’s 
the same thing with life and business 
coaching.” 
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It is also through her 
programs on leadership and 
work-life balance that Coach 
Clarissa further exhibited 
her compassion and her 
need to push people to the 
best of their abilities. “In my 
career, I have helped private 
individuals, entrepreneurs, 
and business owners improve 
their lives, their businesses, 
their finances, and their 
relationships. If they are 
stuck with success; stuck 
with failure and mistake and 
don’t understand why they 
are in the situation, they 
have to have a conversation 
with me,” she said. 

Take it from this 
bodybuilding, marathon¬ 
running, gun-wielding, pinlc- 
fountain-pen-collecting, 
bass-playing, international 
dragon boat-racing, 
triathlete-and international- 
fitness-model-in-training 
(for we’re certain she’s going 
to nail those, too) diminutive 
ball of positive energy and 
light, there will come a 
point in time when you’ll 
need a life coach to help you 
wade through life’s difficult 
moments. Her advice in 
finding the right one? 
“Alignment is key. Their 
actions, faith, discipline, 
dedication, intention, 
commitment, and conviction 
should be in tune with yours. 
They should be in sync with 
your goals and dreams. They 
should encourage you and 
move you to be accountable 
to achieve greatness in 
yourself and in others. 
Inversely, these are also traits 
I am looking for when I meet 
a potential client.” □ 
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“AT 44, REALIZING WHAT I HAVE LEARNED AND EXPERIENCED, 
I AM LESS CRITICAL AND LESS JUDGMENTAL.” 
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David 

Bowie 

When he wasn't redefining music and 
bending gender perceptions, 


the 29year old rock star was 
ejfortlessly manipulating the media 







DAVID BOWIE 


A mong the most influential rock musicians in history, David Bowie has 
changed musical genres almost as often as he’s changed his fashion-and 
sexuality. Bowie’s greatest albums, from Hunky Dory to The Rise and Fall of 
Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders From Mars, from Young Americans to Station 
to Station, are indisputably some of the most important rock recordings of the 
past four decades. He was the diva of glam rock, inspiring everyone from the Rolling Stones 
to Elton John to Queen to T. Rex-but he also released soul, traditional rock-and-roll and 
disco hits. Lady Gaga, Madonna and Michael -Jackson learned from his outrageous makeup, 
wardrobe and stage personae. And he kept the public guessing about his sexuality. Was he 
straight? Gay? Bi? All of the above? 

Bowie, whose real name is David Jones, is now 66 years old and still making music—his 
new album, The Next Day, is his first in 10 years. He was 29 when he did the PLAYBOY 
Interview with Cameron Crowe, the rock journalist who went on to write and direct 
such movies as Jerry -Maguire and Almost Famous. It was 1976, a year after the star had 
announced that he’d given up on rock. “I’ve rocked my roll” is the way he put it. “It’s a 
boring dead end. The last thing I want to be is some useless fucking rock singer.” Crowe 
quickly learned that Bowie had lied, and in fact there was no letup in recording or touring 
for decades. At the time of the interview, Crowe reported: “Bowie is expertly charming, 
whether in the company of a stuffy film executive, another musician or a complete 
stranger. He is fully aware that he is a sensational quote machine. The more shocking his 
revelation...the wider his grin. He knows exactly what interviewers consider good copy, and 
he gives them precisely that. The truth is probably inconsequential.” 


PLAYBOY: Let’s start with the one 
question you’ve always seemed to hedge: 
How much of your bisexuality is fact and 
how much is gimmick? 

BOWIE: It’s true-I am a bisexual. But 
I can’t deny that I’ve used that fact very 
well. I suppose it’s the best thing that ever 
happened to me. Fun too. 

PLAYBOY: Why do you say it’s the best 
thing that ever happened to you? 

BOWIE: Well, for one thing, girls are 
always presuming that I’ve kept my 
heterosexual virginity for some reason. So 
I’ve had all these girls try to get me over to 
the other side again: “C’mon, David, it isn’t 
all that bad. I’ll show you.” Or better yet, 
“We’ll show you.” I always play dumb. 

On the other hand-I’m sure you want to 
know about the other hand as well-when I 
was 14, sex suddenly became all-important 
to me. It didn’t really matter who or what 
it was with, as long as it was a sexual 
experience. So it was some very pretty boy 
in class in some school or other that I took 
home and neatly fucked on my bed upstairs. 
And that was it. My first thought was, Well, 
if I ever get sent to prison, I’ll know how to 
keep happy. 

PLAYBOY: Which wouldn’t give much 
slack to your straighter cell mates. 

BOWIE: I’ve always been very chauvinistic, 
even in my boy-obsessed days. But I was 
always a gentleman. I always treated my 
boys like real ladies. Always escorted them 
properly and, in fact, I suppose if I were a 
lot older-lilce 40 or 50-I’d be a wonderful 
sugar daddy to some -little queen down in 
Kensington. I’d have a houseboy named 
Richard to order around. 

PLAYBOY: How much of that are we 
supposed to believe? Your former publicist, 
the celebrated ex-groupie Cherry Vanilla, 
says she’s slept with you and that you’re not 


gay at all. She says you just let people think 
you like guys. 

BOWIE: Oh, I’d love to meet this impostor 
she’s talking about. It sure ain’t me. That’s 
actually a lovely quote. Cherry’s almost as 
good as I am at using the media. 
PLAYBOY: Yet the fact remains that 
you’ve never been seen with a male lover. 
Why? 

BOWIE: Oh, Lord, I got over being a queen 
quite a long time ago. For a while, it was 
pretty much 50-50, and now the only time 
it tempts me is when I go over to Japan. 
There are such beautiful-looking little 
boys over there. Little boys? Not that little. 
About 18 or 19. They have a wonderful 
sort of mentality. They’re all queens until 
they reach 2 5, then suddenly they become 
samurai, get married and have thousands of 
children. I love it. 

PLAYBOY: Why, at a time when nobody 
else in rock would have dared allude to it, 
did you choose to exploit bisexuality? 
BOWIE: I would say that America forced 
me into it. Someone asked me in an 
interview once-I believe it was in 1971— 
if I were gay. I said, “No, I’m bisexual.” 
Seventy-one was a good American year. 

Sex was still shocking. Everybody wanted 
to see the freak. There was very little talk 
of bisexuality or gay power before I came 
along. When they told me that a drag- 
queen cult was forming behind me, I said, 
“Fine, don’t try to explain it; nobody is 
going to bother to try to understand it.” I’ll 
play along, absolutely anything to break 
me through. All the papers wrote volumes 
about how sick I was, how I was helping 
to kill off true art. In the meantime, they 
used up all the space they could have given 
over to true artists. That really is pretty 
indicative of how compelling pretension is, 
that it commanded that amount of bloody 
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V PLAYBOYINTERVIEW 

writing about what color my hair was gonna 
be next week. I want to know why they 
wasted all that time and effort and paper 
on my clothes and my pose. Why? Because I 
was a dangerous statement. 

The follow-up to that, now that I’ve 
decided to talk a little more-if only 
to you-was, “How dare he have such a 
strenuous ego?” That, in itself, seemed a 
danger to some people. Am I, as a human 
being, worth talking about? I frankly think, 
Yes, I am. I believe myself with the utmost 
sincerity. 

PLAYBOY: But aren’t you having trouble 
getting other people to believe you? Take, 
for example, your well-publicized farewells 
to showbiz. You’ve retired twice, swearing 
you’d never have another thing to do with 
rock and roll. Yet you’ve just finished a 
six-month world concert tour, promoting 
your newest rock-and-roll album, Station 
to Station. How do you rationalize these 
contradictions? 

BOWIE: I lie. It’s quite easy to do. Nothing 
matters except whatever it is I’m doing 
at the moment. I can’t keep track of 
everything I say. I don’t give a shit. I can’t 
even remember how much I believe and 
how much I don’t believe. The point is 
to grow into the person you grow into. I 
haven’t a clue where I’m gonna be in a year. 
A raving nut, a flower child or a dictator, 
some kind of reverend-I don’t know. That’s 
what keeps me from getting bored. 
PLAYBOY: What else do you do to keep 
from getting bored? 

BOWIE: You name it. 

PLAYBOY: How about drugs? 

BOWIE: What year is it now? Seventy-six? 

I suppose I’ve been knocking on heaven’s 
door for about 11 years now, with one 
sort of high or another. The only kinds 
of drugs I use, though, are ones that keep 
me working for longer periods of time. 

I haven’t gotten involved in anything 
heavy since 1968.1 had a silly flirtation 
with smack then, but it was only for the 
mystery and enigma of trying it. I never 
really enjoyed it at all. I like fast drugs. I 
hate falling out, where I can’t stand up and 
stuff. It seems like such a waste of time. I 
hate downs and slow drugs like grass. I hate 
sleep. I would much prefer staying up, just 
working, all the time. It makes me so mad 
that we can’t do anything about sleep or 
the common cold. 

PLAYBOY: How much have drugs affected 
your music? 

BOWIE: The music is just an extension of 
me, so the question really is, “What have 
drugs done to me?” They’ve fucked me 
up, I think. Fucked me up nicely and I’ve 
quite enjoyed seeing what it was like being 
fuclced-up. 

PLAYBOY: Then you agree with the 
reviewer who called your Young Americans 


album “a fuclced-up LP from a fuclced-up 
rock star”? 

BOWIE: Well, The Man Who Sold the 
World is actually the most drug-oriented 
album I’ve made. That was when I was 
the most fuclced-up. Young Americans 
probably is a close second, but that is 
from my current drug period. The Man 
was when I was holding on to some kind 
of flag for hashish. As soon as I stopped 
using that drug, I realized it dampened my 
imagination. End of slow drugs. 

PLAYBOY: That doesn’t sound much like 
the guy who was recently busted in upstate 
New York for possession of eight ounces of 
marijuana. 

BOWIE: Rest assured the stuff was not 
mine. I can’t say much more, but it did 
belong to the others in the room that we 
were busted in. Bloody potheads. What a 
dreadful irony—me popped for grass. The 
stuff sickens me. I haven’t touched it in a 
decade. 

PLAYBOY: In the song “Station to Station,” 
though, you do refer to cocaine— 

BOWIE: Yes, yes. The line is “It’s not the 
side effects of the cocaine...I’m thinking 
that it must be love.” Do the radio stations 
bleep it out? 

PLAYBOY: None that we’ve heard. Did you 
have any reservations about using the line 
in the song? 

BOWIE: None whatsoever. 

PLAYBOY: One might easily construe it as 
advocating the use of cocaine. Or is that the 
message? 

BOWIE: I have no message whatsoever. I 
really have nothing to say, no suggestions 
or advice, nothing. All I do is suggest some 
ideas that will keep people listening a bit 
longer. And out of it all, maybe they’ll come 
up with a message and save me the work. 

My career has kind of been like that. I get 
away with murder. 

PLAYBOY: You claim you like to work all 
the time, yet you release only one album 
a year. What exactly do you do between 
recording sessions? 

BOWIE: I write songs and screenplays and 
poems, I paint, I do Kirlian photography, 

I manage myself, I act. I produce, I record, 
sometimes I tour. I could give you five new 
and unreleased David Bowie albums right 
now. I could just hand them over. I’ve got an 
incredible backlog of material. Work, work, 
work.... 

PLAYBOY: Do you ever relax? 

BOWIE: If you’re asking whether or not I 
take vacations, the answer is no. I find all 
my relaxation within the context of work; 
I’m very serious about that. I’ve always 
thought the only thing to do was to try to 
go through life as Superman, right from the 
word go. I felt far too insignificant as just 
another person. I couldn’t exist thinking 
all that was important was to be a good 


person. I thought, Fuck that; I don’t want 
to be just another honest Joe. I want to be 
a supersuperbeing and improve all the 
equipment that I’ve been given to where 
it works 300 percent better. I find that it’s 
possible to do it. 

PLAYBOY: Surely you doubt yourself 
sometimes. 

BOWIE: Not so much anymore. About two 
years ago, I realized I had become a total 
product of my concept character Ziggy 
Stardust. So I set out on a very successful 
crusade to reestablish my own identity. 

I stripped myself down and took myself 
apart, layer by layer. I used to sit in bed and 
pick on one thing a week that I either didn’t 
like or couldn’t understand. And during the 
course of the week, I’d try to kill it off. 
PLAYBOY: What was the first thing you 
attacked? 

BOWIE: I think my lack of humor was the 
first thing I picked on. Then prissiness. Why 
did I feel that I was superior to people? I had 
to come to some conclusion. I haven’t yet, 
but I dug into myself. That was very good 
therapy. I spewed myself up. I’m still doing 
it. I seem to know exactly what makes me 
sad. 

PLAYBOY: Doesn’t taking yourself apart 
all the time tend to make you a little 
schizophrenic? 

BOWIE: The four of me will have to talk 
about that. Am I schizophrenic? One side of 
me probably is, but the other side is right 
down the middle, solid as a rock. Actually, 
I’m not schizophrenic at all. I think that my 
thought forms are fragmented a lot, that 
much is obvious. I often think of six things 
at one time. They all sort of interrupt one 
another. Not very good when I’m driving. 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever have trouble 
deciding which is the real you? 

BOWIE: I’ve learned to flow with myself. I 
honestly don’t know where the real David 
Jones is. It’s like playing the shell game. 
Except I’ve got so many shells I’ve forgotten 
what the pea looks like. I wouldn’t know it 
if I found it. Being famous helps put off the 
problems of discovering myself. I mean that. 
That’s the main reason I’ve always been so 
keen on being accepted, why I’ve striven so 
hard to put my brain to artistic use. I want 
to make a mark. In my early stuff, I made 
it through on sheer pretension. I consider 
myself responsible for a whole new school 
of pretensions-they know who they are. 
Don’t you, Elton? Just kidding. No, I’m not. 
See what I mean? That was a thoroughly 
pretentious statement. True or not, I bet 
you’ll print that. Show someone something 
where intellectual analysis or analytical 
thought has been applied and people will 
yawn. But something that’s pretentious- 
that keeps you riveted. It’s also the only 
thing that shocks anymore. It shocks as 
much as the Dylan thing did 14 years ago. 
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As much as sex shocked many years ago. 
PLAYBOY: You’re saying sex is no longer 
shocking? 

v Oh, come on. Sorry, Hugh. Sex has never 
really been shocking; it was just the people 
who performed it who were. Shocking 
people, performing sex. Now nobody really 
cares. Everybody fucks everybody. The only 
thing that shocks now is an extreme. Like 
me running my mouth off, jacking myself 
off. Unless you do that, nobody will pay 
attention to you. Not for long. You have to 
hit them on the head. 

PLAYBOY: Is that the Bowie success 
formula? 

BOWIE: That’s always been it. It’s never 
really changed. For instance, what I did with 
my Ziggy Stardust was package a totally 
credible, plastic rock-and-roll singer- 
much better than the Monlcees could ever 
fabricate. I mean, my plastic roclc-and-roller 
was much more plastic than anybody’s. And 
that was what was needed at the time. And 
it still is. Most people still want their idols 
and gods to be shallow, like cheap toys. Why 
do you think teenagers are the way they are? 
They run around like ants, chewing gum 
and flitting onto a certain style of dressing 
for a day; that’s as deep as they wish to 
go. It’s no surprise that Ziggy was a huge 
success. 

PLAYBOY: But you’ve said that you find 
rock depressing and sterile, even evil. 
BOWIE: It is depressing and sterile 
and, yes, ultimately evil. Anything that 
contributes to stagnation is evil. When it 
has familiarity, it’s no longer rock and roll. 
It’s white noise. Dirge. Just look at disco 
music—the endless numb beat. 

PLAYBOY: You say it’s dirge, yet you had 
the biggest disco hit of last year in “Fame,” 
and you scored again this year with “Golden 
Years.” How do you explain that? 

BOWIE: It’s a lovely escapist’s way out. I 
quite like it, as long as it’s not on the radio 
night and day-which it is so much these 
days. “Fame” was an incredible bluff that 
worked. I’m really knocked out that people 
actually dance to my records, though. But 
let’s be honest; my rhythm and blues are 
thoroughly plastic. Young Americans, 
the album “Fame” is from, is, I would say, 
the definitive plastic soul record. It’s the 
squashed remains of ethnic music as it 
survives in the age of Muzak rock, written 
and sung by a white limey. If you had 
played Young Americans to me five years 
ago and said, “This is an R&B album,” I 
would have laughed. Hysterically. 
PLAYBOY: What did you think of Barbra 
Strei-sand’s recording your song “Life on 
Mars”? 

BOWIE: Bloody awful. Sorry, Barb, but it 
was atrocious. 

PLAYBOY: You’re not noted for cordial 
relationships with other artists. Yet there 


was the rumor that you flew to Europe to 
spend a sabbatical with Bob Dylan. What 
about it? 

BOWIE: That’s a beaut. I haven’t even left 
this bloody country in years. I saw Dylan 
in New York seven, eight months ago. We 
don’t have a lot to talk about. We’re not 
great friends. Actually, I think he hates me. 
PLAYBOY: Under what circumstances did 
you meet? 

BOWIE: Very bad ones. We went back to 
somebody’s house after some gig at a club. 
We had all gone to see someone, I can’t 
remember who, and Dylan was there. I was 
in a very, sort of...verbose frame of mind. 
And I just talked at him for hours and hours 
and hours, and whether I amused him or 
scared him or repulsed him, I really don’t 
know. I didn’t wait for any answers. I just 
went on and on about everything. And then 
I said good night. He never phoned me. 
PLAYBOY: Did he impress you? 

BOWIE: Not really. I’d just like to know 
what the young chap thought of me. I was 
quite convinced that what I had to say was 
important, which I seem to feel all the time. 
It’s been quite a while since somebody really 
impressed me, though. 

PLAYBOY: Some psychiatrists would 
call your behavior compulsive. Does the 
fact that there is insanity in your family 
frighten you? 

BOWIE: My brother Terry’s in an asylum 
right now. I’d like to believe that the 
insanity is because our family is all genius, 
but I’m afraid that’s not true. Some of 
them-a good many-are just nobodies. I’m 
quite fond of the insanity, actually. It’s a 
nice thing to throw out at parties, don’t you 
think? Everybody finds empathy in a nutty 
family. Everybody says, “Oh, yes, my family 
is quite mad.” Mine really is. No fucking 
about, boy. Most of them are nutty-in, just 
out of or going into an institution. Or dead. 
PLAYBOY: What do they think of you? 
BOWIE: I haven’t a clue. I haven’t spoken 
to any of them in years. My father is dead. 

I think I talked to my mother a couple of 
years ago. I don’t understand any of them. 
It’s not a question of their understanding 
me anymore. The shoe’s on the other foot. 
PLAYBOY: Are you still obsessed, as you 
reportedly once were, with the fear of being 
assassinated onstage? 

BOWIE: No. I died too many times onstage, 
man. And it’s really not too bad. No, I 
don’t have that paranoia anymore. I’ve 
now decided that my death should be very 
precious. I really want to use it. I’d like my 
death to be as interesting as my life has 
been and will be. And being assassinated 
is not quite a hero’s demise. Assassination 
is the...the snub. The Great Snub. It’s the 
ultimate result of that Wilhelm Reich 
philosophy—nobody will be allowed to be 
any more than we are—that most people 


subscribe to in their hearts. People aren’t 
very bright, you know. They say they want 
freedom, but when they get the chance, 
they pass up Nietzsche and choose Hitler, 
because he would march into a room to 
speak and music and lights would come on 
at strategic moments. It was rather like a 
rock-and-roll concert. The kids would get 
very excited-girls got hot and sweaty and 
guys wished it was them up there. That, for 
me, is the rock-and-roll experience. 
PLAYBOY: How is your relationship with 
Elton John these days? 

BOWIE: He sent me a very nice telegram 
the other day. 

PLAYBOY: Didn’t you describe him as “the 
Liberace, the token queen of rock”? 

BOWIE: Yes, well, that was before the 
telegram. I’d much rather listen to him on 
the radio than talk about him. 

PLAYBOY: Do you feel you’ve been taken 
advantage of over the years? 

BOWIE: Not taken advantage of. Exploited. 
PLAYBOY: Are you suggesting you haven’t 
made all that you should have? 

BOWIE: What, moneywise? Oh, Lord, 
no-we made nothing. All I’ve made is an 
impact and a change, which, of course, is 
worth a lot. I keep telling myself that. The 
best thing to say about it all is that it’s 
archetypal rock-and-roll business. Read 
the reports of the Beatles, the Stones and 
a lot of other big entertainers and take 
some kind of amalgamation of all that; it’s 
a pretty accurate picture of my business. 
John Lennon has been through it all. John 
told me, “Stick with it. Survive. You’ll really 
go through the grind and they’ll rip you 
off right and left. The key is to come out 
the other side.” I said something cocky at 
the time like, “I’ve got a great manager. 
Everything is great. I’m a 1970s artist.” The 
last time I spoke to John, I told him he was 
right. I’d been ripped off blind. 

PLAYBOY: You’re not a rich man? After 
five gold albums? 

BOWIE: Now, yes, exceedingly. No! Wait, 
America! Not at all. Haven’t got a penny 
to my name. I’m pleading poverty at the 
moment, but I’m potentially very rich. 
Theoretically rich but not wealthy. 
PLAYBOY: Are you as bitter about the 
music business as Lennon and Mick Jagger 
have said they are? 

BOWIE: No, no, no. You see, I needed to 
learn about it. You’ve got to make mistakes. 
It’s very important to make mistakes. 

Very, very important. If I glided through, I 
wouldn’t be the man I’m not today. 
PLAYBOY: Last question. Do you believe 
and stand by everything you’ve said? 
BOWIE: Everything but the inflammatory 
remarks. 


Excerpted from the September 1976 issue. 
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FASHION 


WORDS Chelsea Gogola 
STYLING Edrick Paz 
ASSISTED BY Paris Delas 
Alas & Angeli Hular 
GROOMING Julius Cabanisas 
MODELS Ali Harris and 
Rodrigo Lopes of Main Model 
Management 

SPECIAL THANKS TO Myk 
Labugen 

SHOT ON LOCATION AT 
Felipe & Sons 
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CASUALLY DAPPER 


^firing your work wear ensembles into night appropriate territory. 
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Deviate from the usual blacks 
and blues and opt for colored 
prints and textures. A peek of 
checkered colors underneath 
the leather shirt is a subtle 
but smart mix. Cover up with 
a crisp, white sports jacket. 


White suit jacket by H&M 
Checkered button down by 
Flying Dutchman 
Leather shirt by Wilber Lang 
Pants by Edrick Paz 


TRY TEXTURE 











PRIMARY COLORS 



Mix up reds and blues if 
you’re feeling playful — or 
patriotic. Choose a standout 
top and pair with toned down 
bottoms. This bright red 
knit is a cozy piece that can 
be dressed up with a collar 
underneath. 

Red cable knit pullover by 
Espionage60 

White button down by Uniqlo 
Pants by H&M 
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CHECKMATE 


While borrowing from the 
cut of the street wear staple 
bomber jacket, this outerwear 
piece is refined by its slimmed 
down shape and plaid print. 
Wear it with gray pants and 
a collared top for the perfect 
casual Friday ensemble. 


Forest Green Cable Knit Polo 
Shirt by Espionage60 
Biege Kingsman-lnspired 
Jacket by Espionage60 
Pants by H&M 















































THE CLASS G 


Tour trustj business suit is J^^-fail outfit for day to iftffht. Even betti0Sskthat you can create different looks with 
it. Wear it tyith a roll neck sweater—a versatile piece that can be dressed up or down. If you’re headed to a more 
corporate setting, a white button down and tie'will do the trick. # -—* 

On Rodriao: White turtleneck bv Unialo. Blue suit jacket ancUcroDDed oants bv Vin OriaJ 


On Rodrigo: White turtleneck by Uniqlo, Blue suit jacket anci cropped pants by Vin Oria 
2Dw Ali: White button down by Uniqlo, Blue suit jacket by H&M, Tie bySM Accessories 
Blue cropped pants by Vin Orias, Shoes by River Island 










SMART SEPARATES 


Match some of your formal 
pieces with more casual ones to 
create a dressed~down but sharp 
look. Tour off-duty look is given 
more refinement and you make 
the most out of your formal 
pieces. A tie and a suit jacket 
can be worn with dark slim 
jeans for a different silhouette. 


Blazer by Zara 

Black button down by Uniqlo 
Sweater vest by Merger 
Pants by Topman 
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BEAUTY 


OUR ASIAN BEAUTY IS THE PERFECT BLEND OF SUGAR AND SPICE. 


everything nice 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ADVAN RAMIREZ 


Y ou know that feeling you get when 

you drink your first glass of bubbly for 
the evening? Like you just know that 
you’re in for something special for the 
rest of the night? That’s how we would describe 
meeting Vania Winardi for the first time. This 
Indonesian stunner arrived in Manila by way of 
Brazil (where she was raised) and Miami, Florida 
(where she moved to when she was just 18). And 
it was in Miami that this month’s Asian beauty 
honed her people skills in the nightlife scene. 

“It’s a fun job,” she proclaimed, “You get 
to go out every night and just, literally, have 
fun.” But Vania is also the first to admit that 
handling VIP relations for a well known nightlife 
hotspot isn’t for everybody. While she can’t quite 
articulate what that is, it certainly has a lot to do 
with attitude, she admits. An attitude, we noticed, 
that Vania has in spades. 

While she’s loathe to leave Manila for 
greener pastures elsewhere, this 37-year-old 
charmer feels like it’s time for a change, after 


having spent a few years here. But it’s not for the 
reasons you would imagine. “I don’t know why 
you guys complain about the traffic so much. 
Brazil is so much worse,” she joked. It’s not the 
traffic; it’s not the heat. Rather, Vania is looking 
to move soon because things are just getting too 
good here and, as we all know, too much of a 
good thing can be a bad thing. “You guys just 
really know how to have fun!” she gushed, “The 
people here are awesome, your food is so good, 
and you just know how to really have fun,” she 
laughed. 

And so it was that we found ourselves at 
Vania’s loft on one of her rare days off and got 
a glimpse into what life is like when she’s not 
at the club. Apart from visits to the gym (as 
evidenced by her incredibly hot bod and killer 
abs), Vania admits to just wanting to laze around 
in her home. The results of our visit? Absolutely 
breathtaking. Because while she’s all kinds of 
spicy and sassy at night, she’s downright bright 
and sweet in the daytime. □ 
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PHOTO CQBOITS PAT LOIICA 
















Every superhero has his or her own origin 
story. What is Pat Loika's origin story? 

I got tired of seeing people crap on things that I 
enjoy, and so I decided to take it upon myself to be 
a voice of positivity in the geek world. 



How did your love for comic books start? 

I was handed a copy of Transformers #3. It had 
Spider-Man fighting Megatron on the cover. It 
was such an unforgettable image, and something I 
thought I could only see on a comic page. That was 
my first comic...however, I truly fell in love with 
comics as a storytelling medium when I read The 
Infinity Gauntlet by Starlin, Perez, and Lim. Since 
then, I couldn’t get enough of it. 



And Loikamania? 

Loikamania was born because I got tired of 
listening to podcasts where the hosts all got 
together to complain about comics. I was sick of 
people who kept focusing on what they thought 
was wrong with the business, and there’s not 
enough shows offering an alternative. I plan to 
continue spreading the good word about comic 
books, talk to more amazing creators, and have 
fun. Nothing else matters, really. As long as the 
show remains fun to do, it’ll continue to exist. 



What's it like, talking to your real life 
heroes, comic book writers and artists like 
Brian Michael Bendis, Ed Brubaker, Jerome 
Opena, Dustin Nguyen? 

There are times where I think that I’m dreaming 
this all up, but that’s not the case. It’s real, and 
it’s amazing. It’s amazing because these guys are 
taking time out of their really busy schedules to 
talk to me and indulge my questions. It’s a great 
honor to have these people on, talking about their 
life experiences, and their process. It amazes me 


that I can even hold conversations with these guys 
who are much more talented, and way smarter 
than I am. [laughs] 



Is there someone who you consider to be a 
bigger geek than you are? 

I can think of a few, I have it on good authority 
that Brian Bendis is a bigger geek than I am. 
[laughs] 



How was it like working alongside industry 
big names, such as Joshua Fialkov (DCDs 
I, Vampire, Marvel's Ultimate Comics: 
Ultimate, Tumor), Ivan Brandon (DCDs Final 
Crisis Aftermath: Escape, Marvel Is Secret 
Invasion) and writing a short story for 
the Image Comics anthology book. Outlaw 
Territory? 

It was really cool to be a part of that book. I got to 
work with Jose Holder, an amazing artist who has 
worked on films and is making a name for himself 
in comics. There’s a little bit of pressure to produce 
something good, knowing who’s going to be in the 
book with me. I think I did well. 



What other creative projects are you 
working on right now? 

I’m working on a new comic called ‘Go East’ with 
a really talented artist named Megan Porch. It’s a 
post-apocalypse road trip. It should be debuting 
later this year or early next year. 



Before migrating to the US, you were born 
and raised here in the Philippines. Do you 
still remember how the comic book scene 
here was like during that time? 

I remember the comics scene as I left the country. 
Alamat was just about to launch with comics like 


Mere Mortals. Whilce Portacio finally released 
Wetworlcs through Image. It was an exciting time. 
Guys like Whilce really filled me with hope that I 
can achieve my dream of making comics. 



What do you remember about the 
Philippines? 

The country itself was sort of a blur, since I was 
very much dealing with being in high school. I was 
all about going to Megamall and playing Street 
Fighter 2 and all that, [laughs] 



Brian Michael Bendis, renowned comic book 
writer, once said. Don't hide who you are and 
donDt let people shame you... Like what you 
like. Enjoy what you enjoy. Be Pat Loika. 
How do you feel about being labeled as the 
biggest geek/fan in the industry? 

I try not to think about it too much, and I refuse to 
let it get to my head. It’s not a competition, after 
all. I’m flattered that people look at me that way, 
and I’m thankful for the recognition...the real 
stars are the creators who make this medium great. 
I’m just happy to be their biggest and loudest 
cheerleader. 



Favorite comic book character of all time? 
Why? 

I have a few. Thanos, for example, is a great 
character. While being an alien death-worshipper 
can be somewhat unrelatable, in his core, he’s just 
a guy who’s struggling to win the heart of a woman 
he can’t get. He does terrible, unspeakable things 
in the name of love...which is a very human thing. 



If you have a superpower, what would it be? 

I love traveling, so I’d love to be able to teleport, 
like Nightcrawler. Telepathy would be awesome 
as well. 
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Hardest part about being a geek? 

I don’t see any downsides, really. It’s all fun, or at 
least, it should always be. Thankfully there’s a lot 
of good stuff out there to keep things exciting. 



Just how long is your pull list and how much 
does it set you back? 

Umm...it’s long. And expensive. And absolutely 
worth it. 



What remains to be your most elusive 
dream? 

I would love to see my name on the credits box [as 
a writer] for an X-Men or Avengers comic...even if 
it’s just for an issue, really. 



Geeks as we know it has turned from being 
a niche audience to a major demographic 
for the entertainment and movie industries. 
What do you think happened throughout 
the years? 

I think people stopped worrying about what other 
people thought of their fandom. More and more 
of us just decided to show the world that we love 
this stuff. We love comic books. We love our TV 
shows and cartoons. I mean, Hollywood started 
discovering all these awesome stuff we’ve been in 
love with for so long, and they realized that this is 
really damn cool. 



The sexiest, most unforgettable cosplay 
youDve seen in comic cons? 

If you know me, you know that I love Emma Frost, 
the White Queen from the X-Men comics. So I pay 
attention whenever I see someone dress as her. 
Meredith Placlco did a really stunning version of 
her. Not only did she look amazing, but she nailed 


Emma’s mannerisms when she posed for photos. 
Absolutely flawless. 



How many times have you had cameos in 
various comic books? 

I would say about a dozen times now, with either 
a physical cameo or a name drop. My favorite one 
would be the one from last year’s Uncanny X-Men 
#15, where I show up in an X-comic. 


Q13 

What comic book would you suggest to avid 
readers of PLAYBOY? 

Playboy readers should read FATALE and 
CRIMINAL by Ed Brubaker and Sean Phillips, 
or SEX CRIMINALS by Matt Fraction and Chip 
Zdarslcy. 



First memory of PLAYBOY? 



I'M WOPKINS ON 
A NEW COMIC CALLED 
s &0 BAST' WITH A PEALLY 
TALENTED APTIST NAMED 
MESAN POPCH. IT'S A POST- 
APOCALYPSE POAD TPIR IT 
SHOULD BE DEBUTINS LATEP 
THIS YEAP OP EAPLY 
NEXT YEAP. 


It was while I was in high school. A classmate 
brought one of the Jenny McCarthy issues to 
school, and I just remembered spending our 
lunch break looking through it...until a teacher 
confiscated it. 


© 







TREME 


THE NOIR MASTER TAKES SPORT TO NEW 
HEIGHTS IN THIS EXCLUSIVE SERIAL 


PART 


EXTREME (ADJ.) 

1: GREAT OR INTENSE 

2: NOT REASONABLE 3: FARTHEST OUT 

4: SEVERE 5: SENSATION SEEKING. 


F 


or example: Kurt and Paige hold hands 
and jump off the Royal Gorge Bridge. 
This is great, intense, not reasonable, 
farthest out, severe and (definitely) 
sensation seeking. They plunge through 
the sky together like hawks in love. 
Mile-High Club, bullshit. Try hurtling together 
through the sky at triple digits. Jump out of the 
plane, launch together through the open air, there’s 
a reason they call it falling in love. Human beings 
have only two innate fears. Snakes and falling. Both 
come from our days in the trees. 

Kurt and Paige. 

Free-falling in love. 

Adrenaline merge. 

The Arkansas River is just under a thousand feet 
straight down (although Kurt would observe there 
is no such thing as crooked down) and you’d better 
fall straight because the gorge is narrow and if you 
miscalculate by even a little bit you’re going to 
smash into its rock walls at 80 miles an hour. 
(Limestone is considered a “soft” rock, but at 80 
miles per hour there is no such thing as a soft rock.) 
Two seconds after Kurt and Paige jump, they throw 
their arms and legs out into a double X shape to 
open the fabric of their wingsuits. 

A wingsuit-a.k.a. a birdman suit, a bat suit and 
a flying-squirrel suit—is just what it sounds like. 
Basically a bag that makes a human being resemble 
a flying squirrel. Its fabric stretches out from under 
the arms and between the legs to increase surface 
area, which allows said human to glide through the 


In technical terms, the suit increases the amount of 
lift as related to the amount of drag, creating a glide 
ratio of 2.5:1. Which is to say that the flier moves 
forward two and a half feet for every foot he or she 
drops. A free-falling parachutist descends through 


the air at speeds between 90 and 140 mph. Proper technique with a wingsuit 
slows you down to somewhere between 70 and 90 mph. 

Now Paige and Kurt push their shoulders forward to gain velocity and 
straighten their legs to reduce drag. They tuck their chins into their necks 
for the same reason—reducing drag increases speed. 

Words to live by. 

BASE jumping off a bridge through a narrow gorge is dangerous, duh. 
Tandem BASE jumping off a bridge through a narrow gorge is DD2 
(dangerous duh, squared) because one partner can knock into the other, 
which at that speed and relatively low altitude could send both of them into 
an unrecoverable spin and smash them against the rocks. 

Turning your wingsuit into a bag of (broken) bones. 

It’s STCKY. Pronounced Sticky. Stuff That Can Kill You. 

But that’s the point. 

That’s what hypes the adrenaline. 

That’s why they do it. 

Their adrenaline screeches. The limestone walls flash past them, the river 
lunges up. One mistake— 

The wrong tilt of an arm. 


The wrong angle of a spine. 
An errant gust of wind— 
Can kill them. 


Paige and Kurt are not interested in dying. 
They’re interested in living. 

At the highest possible level. 

The max. 

So at the count of 10 they let go of each other’s hands and pull the ripcords. 
(Now there’s a metaphor for a successful relationship.) They want a little 
distance from each other when the parachutes deploy, lest they get tangled 
up and fall to their deaths in a twisted knot. (Now there’s a metaphor for a 
successful relationship.) 

There are sounds to like and sounds to love. 

Sounds to like— 

The cry of a red-tailed hawk. 

The wail of a Sonny Stitt sax riff. 

The crackle of a fire on a cold night. 

Sound to love— 

The pop of a parachute opening. 

Better, in this case, the sound of two parachutes opening. (The sound of 
one parachute opening would be very depressing for both parties involved. 
But let’s be stone honest-mudl more depressing for the party in closer 
proximity to the nonsound.) 


BY DON 
WINSLOW 
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They aren’t big parachutes. They don’t have 
to be; they just have to be big enough to slow 
them down before they hit the water, because 
water at 80 per isn’t that much different from 
rock (as any suicidal bridge jumper knows or 
should know). The chutes jerk Kurt and Paige 
up and then float them down to the river 
where Latchkey and Lev—fresh from their own 
jumps-wait in a Zodiac to haul them out. 
Kurt—bigger, heavier—hits first. Reaches up 
and detaches the chute before it can smother 
him under the water. Then he comes up and 
sees Paige in the water just upstream, clear of 
her parachute and swimming. 

“Fun!” she yells. 

He smiles and nods and they swim toward the 
boat. 

Yeah, fun. A thousand-foot tandem free fall 
through a narrow canyon into a river. 

Extreme. 

Except— 

It was just a warm-up. The real adrenaline rush 
goes off tomorrow. 

Adrenaline (n.): a hormone secreted by the 
adrenal gland in response to stress. 

The problem with adrenaline is the same as 
with any drug. Tolerance. 

That is, it takes more and more of it to get you 
off. 

Until you die from it. 

“But,” Kurt says, “you die high.” 

Kurt, Paige, Latchkey and Lev sit at the bar 
at the Quality Inn & Suites in Canon City, 
Colorado, the nearest town to the Royal Gorge 
Bridge. The jump is two hours behind them 
and they’re knocking back a few celebratory 
beers to sand the adrenaline edge a little bit. 
Latchkey got his name because, come on, he 
was a latchkey kid who used the PAT (parental 
absence time) to jump off the garage roof, the 
house roof and the neighbors’ roofs when he 
was not performing physics-defying stunts on 
his skateboard that put him on a first-name 
basis with most of the staff at the Glenwood 
Springs emergency room. (“Mrs. Latchkey? We 
have your son here....”) 

Latchlcey-there is a remote memory that his 
given name is Kevin—has broad shoulders, 
shaggy brown hair and a beard. He comes off 
as sort of a clown, but don’t let it fool you. 

Bozo don’t BASE jump off the Royal Gorge 
Bridge (and a cat as cool as Kurt isn’t going to 
trust a clown to fish him out of the water). 
Latchkey can flat-out fly. 

He’s a birdman. 

In fact, Latchkey has often expressed his 
belief that he actually is a bird-a Fijian 
peregrine falcon to be precise. He says it’s a 
reincarnation thing, but Paige thinks it’s more 
of a peyote thing. She came across him sitting 
outside the motel the morning of the Western 
States Ultramarathon, dutifully scraping the 


strychnine out of the peyote buds, but she sort 
of doubts he got it all. 

Now beer foam bubbles on his mustache as he 
crushes another pint and listens to Kurt hold 
forth on the subject of adrenaline. 

Adrenaline, Kurt explains, is a chemical 
released by cortisol that gives you the physical 
and mental energy to do what you have to do. 
“Neanderthal days,” Kurt says. “Bonk and 
Gronk—” 

“Bonk and Gronlc?’” Paige asks, laughing. 

“Bonk and Gronk,” Kurt insists, “go out 
after the mastodon. Mastodon gets wind of 
them and charges. Bang- the body releases 
adrenaline that gives Bonk and Gronk the 
wherewithal to run. Fast. It’s Darwinian.” 

“I don’t think,” Paige says, “adrenaline 
was designed to give you the biochemical 
wherewithal to jump off bridges. That’s 
COURter-Darwinian.” 

Every chemical in your brain and body 
screams at you not to jump off a bridge, a 
cliff or the top of a building, or an antenna at 
the top of a building—all of which these four 
people have done. Darwin would indicate that 
people who do such things have less chance of 
reproducing and would therefore be selected 
out of the population. 

A professor of biophysics, Paige knows about 
these things. 

“It’s an abuse of adrenaline,” Lev adds. 

Lev means lion and Paige says it’s an aptonym, 
because there is something leonine about Lev. 
Not that the young Russian has a mane—in 
fact his head is shaved-but he has the lean, 
killer look of a cougar, a.lc.a. (mountain) lion. 
It’s the eyes. Slate gray. 

You don’t want to mess with Lev. Don’t want 
to jam him on the trail, cross him on a ski run, 
take his line on a cliff face or a big wave. 

He’ll give you that headstone look. 

Then run you down. 

Lev is a world-class speed climber. A free- 
soloist without belays or protection, and not 
on artificial walls in tony suburban gyms 
where the thwack of you falling onto a thick 
mat makes someone spray his cappuccino 
foam. No, on mountains, real mountains, 
where the thwack of you falling makes 
someone puke his guts out—and he holds the 
current solo record on Half Dome. 

He and Latchkey jumped the bridge together— 
albeit not holding hands-swam to the Zodiac 
and then crewed for Kurt and Paige. 

If you’re looking down a thousand-foot drop, 
those are two people you want to see waiting 
for you. You really do, because they are 
ultracompetent, maximum frosty, and they are 
never going to give up until they pull you out 
of whatever shit you got yourself into. 

An example— 

Kurt got sideways at Mavericks one time. First 
wave of a set, so he’s in the impact zone with 
three more waves scheduled like German 


trains to come down on his head-and Lev 
and Latchkey roar in on the Z between waves. 
The next wave could crush them-flip the Z 
over and roll it like a toy. But they come in 
anyway-Lev driving and Latch behind him- 
and Latch reaches down and grabs Kurt on the 
first try (there isn’t going to be a second try), 
pulls him onto the sled and they bust out of 
there with the next wave looming over them 
like a pissed-off giant cheated of its fee-fi-fo- 
fum. 

The sound that Kurt remembers from that 
wasn’t the wave going off like a hissing fuse, 
but Latchkey giggling like a 12-year-old girl. 
What he also remembers is that Latchkey and 
Lev didn’t hesitate. 

Neither would he. 

Now Kurt lifts his Dos Equis and says, “Here’s 
to adrenaline abusers.” 

“Adrenaline addicts ” Paige corrects. 

As usual, she’s right. 

Forget about nicotine, caffeine, alcohol, 
cocaine and heroin. You get hooked on 
adrenaline, game over. You will chase that 
dime until you just can’t run anymore. 

“A drug you can’t buy,” Lev says, “but can only 
earn.” 

They clink their bottles in a toast to that. 
“Everyone,” Kurt sums up, “has the 
biochemistry to survive. Few have the 
biochemistry to live.” 

Dig the scene at the bar. Extreme athletes, 
photographers, video artists, support people 
(pilots, gear riggers, EMTs), groupies and 
sponsors quaff designer beers and check out 
the clips from the day’s activities on iPads. 
They talk about who made it onto YouTube, 
how many views, who’s trending, who got that 
great shot, that clip that’s going to go viral, 
make a household name, grace the cover of a 
mag. 

Adrenaline porn, Paige calls it. 

The room is filled with literally beautiful 
people. Young, healthy and decked out in 
North Face, Patagonia and Nike, these are 
people who run, who bike, who ski, who 
climb, who jump, who fly. Negative body-fat 
percentages, serene resting heart rates, natural 
tans. Chemicals so thick you could scoop them 
out of the air with a spoon-adrenal, cortisol, 
testosterone. 

A lot of testosterone, hence the groupies. 

These aren’t rock (and roll) -groupies—or 
baseball, basketball, football semipros-these 
are mostly beautiful, accomplished, intelligent 
women who are usually athletes in their own 
right. They just like to go to bed with guys who 
jump off bridges. 

Danger is an aphrodisiac. 

Kurt could hook up 58 times a night if he 
wanted to. 

He’s drop-dead (okay—unfortunate) good- 
looking. Broad shoulders, V-shaped frame, legs 
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designed to run down those mastodons. Killer 
handsome face. Deep brown eyes, thick brown 
hair cut short now. 

And he’s an extreme sports -superstar—a 
runner, skier, surfer, climber and flier whose 
rugged face is all over the net and the mags. 
The A-Male, the current king. 

But he’s already hooked up. 

With Paige. 

Talk about beautiful, accomplished, intelligent 
women. 

Tall, short sandy hair (but don’t call it a “Paige 
Cut,” like one of the mags did; just don’t do 
it), all legs, abs and taut muscle. A face that 
would be described as more handsome than 
pretty. Mensa-level IQ, youngest full prof ever 
at Colorado State, owns the women’s records at 
Leadville and Western States. Speed-climbed 
the Nose at El Cap and then BASE jumped 
down. 

An extreme sports celebrity, Paige could hook 
up too, with any of the guys and more than a 
few of the women, if her gate swung both ways, 
which it doesn’t. In any case, she doesn’t want 
to. 

She has Kurt. 

Latchkey and Lev, different story. Even now 
they’ve started to check out the potential 
candidates. More Darwin. 

The fit mate with the fit. 

Although it’s an open secret that Latchkey has, 
and has had, an unrequited crush on Paige 
that would pancake an elephant. 

Paige is a little discomfited by it but otherwise 
doesn’t mind, although she does wish Latchkey 
would “find somebody,” and for more than 
one night. 

Kurt doesn’t mind either. He’s an emotional 
libertarian. 

Strike that— 

He’s an Emotional Libertarian. 

He doesn’t believe anyone has the right to tell 
anyone else whom, or what, he or she should 
love. 

Gatherings like this happen all over the 
world. In North Shore, Oahu when the big 
waves go off, in Chamonix for the Mont Blanc 
Ultramarathon, here in Canon City for the 
Speed Thrills Games at Royal Gorge. 

Anywhere anyone is shredding the freaking 
envelope. 

A photographer comes up to Kurt and Paige at 
the bar. 

“Show you guys something?” 

They know him. Brian Bentner, a freelancer 
who shoots for Outside, Men’s Journal, SI. 
He holds up his Nikon and shows them the 
digital screen. Taken from the bridge, it shows 
Kurt and Paige, hand-in-hand, spread out in 
full flight, the gorge and the river beneath 
them. 

“Beautiful,” Paige says. 

“It’ll be on Outside' s website in the morning,” 


Brian says. “But I just tweeted it.” 

Brian has 100,000 followers. 

“You going to shoot tomorrow?” Kurt asks. 

“I’m thinking,” Brian answers, “of harnessing 
off the bridge and getting a shot as you come 
past. Would I be in the way?” 

“Hopefully not,” Paige says. 

Brian laughs. “ Domani 
He walks away. 

“Nice of him to ask,” Paige says. 

“Brian’s cool,” Kurt says. “We should go talk 
with Jay.” 

They get off their stools and walk over to a 
booth where Jay Michaels sits tapping into his 
laptop. Sandy Burrows sits across the table. 
Sandy’s with a hot young ad firm out of Palo 
Alto. 

Jay is his client. 

His outdoor clothing line sponsors Kurt for 
Speed Thrills and other events. Jay is 41, looks 
33 and is a multimillionaire. He moves over so 
Kurt and Paige can sit down and points to the 
screen. “Sandy was showing me your footage 
from today.” 

Kurt and Paige wore GoPro cameras on their 
helmets to record the flight from their POVs. 
“Good?” Kurt asks. 

“Tasty.” 

They’ll put it up with an ad banner for Jay’s 
company and it will get half a million hits. 
“What are your thoughts about tomorrow?” 
Sandy asks. 

“I’m thinking we go,” Kurt says. 

Jay shakes his head. 

“What?” Paige asks. 

“The forecast calls for gusting winds out of the 
west.” He punches up a weather site. Kurt and 
Paige lean over and look. “I think we should 
shut it down.” 

Because it’s already crazy. 

To wingsuit out of a plane at 12,000 feet, hit 
a speed of a buck 20, “slow” to 90 and then 
fly under the bridge. Close under the bridge. 
Like, at arm’s length, close enough to reach up 
and grab little plastic red banners attached to 
the bottom beam on your way through. 
Cuh-raaazy. 

The slightest miscalculation, the tiniest mis- 
execution and you smash into a steel girder 
at 90 per. Not strapped in a car. Or in a plane. 
Just you in a plastic suit. Will make a great 
video if it works. (And a better one if it doesn’t, 
is the ugly truth.) 

Now you throw gusting winds into the 
equation and you have something that’s truly 
out of your control. If a gust occurs at, say, 
10,000 feet, okay, maybe you have time to 
deal with it, but if it hits when you’re near the 
bridge? 

Random. 

Totally random. 

“We already announced it,” Kurt says. 

“Who cares?” Jay says. 

Kurt shrugs. 


“Don’t think about letting me down,” Jay says. 
“I’m not that guy. I’m not that ghoul” 

Kurt chuckles and looks at Sandy. 

“I want great video,” he says. “I don’t want 
snuff video.” 

“Let’s see what tomorrow brings,” Kurt says. 

It’s the West-weather changes on a whim. 
Truth is that they’ll probably make the 
decision in the plane. 

No sense worrying about it now. 

Life is short. 

Q: How many people who previously 
attempted to fly under the bridge were killed? 
A: Both of them. 

Postcoital comedown. 

Kurt and Paige, up in their room. 

“Tomorrow,” Kurt says. 

“Yes?” 

“I don’t think we should do it.” 

Kurt, the Uber-Man, she thinks. Nietzsche 
would have gone gay for him. Shit, Nietzsche 
would have blown him. Her friends warned 
her: Paige, he has testosterone dripping out his 
eyes. 

Uh-huh. 

“I wonder,” she says now, ignoring the topic, 

“if there’s such a thing as a rehab center for 
adrenaline addiction.” 

“You go there for a month and do dull things?” 
Kurt asks. 

She riffs with him. “If you want to BASE jump, 
you call a friend and she talks you out of it.” 
“The meetings must be boring,” he says. “And 
how do you know when you’re ‘recovered’?” 

“I don’t know. I guess you just live.” 

Just live, Kurt thinks. 

The phrase itself is instructive. 

Kurt comes from a family of ski bums who 
cobbled together a living working Colorado’s 
slopes, lodges, bars. He moved seven times 
before he was 16, went to three different 
high schools—in Vail, Telluride, Steamboat. 

He didn’t mind; in fact, he liked it. New 
mountains, new slopes, new snow, and he 
made friends easily. Skied in the winter, 
climbed in the summer. Hiked, bilced, chased 
(and caught) girls, drank beer, smoked a little 
weed. Easygoing, genially messy loving home- 
two parents, three -sisters-so he was used to 
feminine attention. 

Three semesters at Northern Colorado, then he 
decided it wasn’t for him. Dropped out, trained 
his ass off and caught on with the Aspen 
Mountain Ski Patrol, the elite of the elite 
alpine rescue squads. Made some dramatic, 
risky saves, saw some pretty grisly shit. (You 
pick up the pieces of someone who’s fallen 200 
feet down a cliff face, it’s grisly shit.) 

Training, he discovered that running was more 
a joy than a chore. Made the progression from 
marathons to ultras. One of the latter took 
him out to California and he stayed to explore 
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surfing. Hopped over to Kauai and North 
Shore to do the big waves. 

Here’s the thing-he was just slcin-popping 
adrenaline; now he’s mainlining it. 
Marathons-cool, but why not run more than 
a hundred miles across a mountain range with 
no rest? Downhill slciing-cool, but maybe 
instead heli-jump onto a recent avalanche and 
ski down that? Rock climbing? Absolutely, but 
let’s do it without ropes or protection and see 
how many slopes we can summit in a given 
period of time. 

Surfing-nice, but how about we go out to 
a freezing, shark-ridden mid-ocean reef 
into a north swell and try to survive a 
70-foot bomber? Parachuting? Try BASE 
jumping. BASE jumping? Go for wingsuiting. 
-Wingsuiting—let’s do it out of a plane instead. 
He does it all-the world’s greatest poly¬ 
extreme athlete. 

Because the high lasts for a while, but it 
doesn’t last. He B.B. Kings. 

The thrill is gone. 

He needs more and more adrenaline. 

Now it has to be Xtreme. 

Xtremer. 

Xtremest. 

Has to do something no one’s done. 

Feel something no one has felt. 

Without that, life is just life. 

Paige took an alternate route to the same 
location on the psycho-physiological map. 

She grew up in Boulder, the daughter and only 
child of two respected academics. They had 
expectations. 

A 4.0 GPA wasn’t good enough when there 
was extra credit to be had. She needed 4.2s and 
4.5s. Honors classes and Advanced Placement 
in every subject. (Shit, she thought, I’m going 
to be halfway through my B.S. before I get out 
of high school.) If she got a B on a test, tutors 
were brought in to “get her grades up.” (Shit, I 
might as well be Chinese.) 

She needed a sport for her resume, so she 
joined the cross-country team. 

Salvation. 

Time on her own with no one yapping at her, 
and she loved the simple left-right left-right 
that seemed to get her brain back in the center. 
Of course, she was Paige, Perfect Paige, so she 
had to be great at it. She had expectations. She 
had to be state champ, state record holder, and 
with her reindeer legs she was built for it. 

But still, it was a relief. 

Solitude. 

Her against distance. 

Her against time. 

Her against herself. 

She loved it. 

Then she discovered rock climbing. 

Her parents were appalled. 

“What if you fall?” 

“I won’t fall.” 


“But what if you do?” 

Then I’ll be in a peaceful coma and maybe 
you’ll stop nagging me, she thought but didn’t 
say. Other girls were sneaking out to get high 
or sleep with boyfriends; Paige was lamming it 
on dirty weekends in Moab. 

Climbing was good, free climbing better. 

(Look, Ma, no ropes.) 

It was her against height. 

Her against fear. 

Her against gravity. 

(If you can escape gravity, you can escape 
anything, even your parents. It’s the ultimate 
rebellion.) 

Spurning Yale, Smith and Georgetown, she 
stayed home for undergrad so she could be 
close to the running trails and the mountains. 
Did varsity cross-country, but her heart 
was with the crazies running for three-day 
stretches across ranges or racing up faces and 
jumping off them. 

Did a semester abroad in Switzerland. Where 
they keep a good portion of the Alps. 

Did her M.S. at the runner’s paradise of 
Corvallis, her Ph.D. at Berkeley, close enough 
to the Sierras to get in a run and a climb. 

The job market was basically a smorgasbord 
for her, but she selected the relatively modest 
Colorado State to be close to her beloved 
mountains and her passion. 

Adrenaline pursuit. 

Ultramarathons and free climbing. 

Now she’s hooked. 

Just another thrill whore on the cover of Trail 
Runner. 

Stanford is trying to steal her. But she doesn’t 
know if she wants to go to Palo Alto. 

It would have to be Palo Soprano. 

Palo Tenor, Palo Alto, Palo Soprano. High, 
higher, highest. 

“When do we hit the max?” she asks Kurt now. 
“How will we know?” 

“We won’t,” he says. 

We’ll be dead. 

They’d met at the starting line of the Leadville 
Trail 100, in the freezing predawn. He asked 
her where she thought she’d finish. 

“First.” 

“In the women’s?” 

“First,” she repeated. 

First is first, there are no qualifications. 

The LT100, also known as the Race Across 
the Sky, forces racers to ascend (and descend) 

15,600 feet at elevations that range from 
9,200 to 12,620. Fewer than half of the starters 
finish in the maximum-allowed 30 hours. 

Ever see a football team gas out in the fourth 
quarter playing Denver? That’s at 5,280 feet. 
For one hour. With halftimes and huddles 
and TV time-outs. Gatorade, steroids, pain- 
numbing injections and -multimillion-dollar 
motivations. 

This ordeal Starts at 9,200. 


That means you can’t breathe by the time you 
get there. 

Unless you’re a mountain goat, like Paige and 
Kurt. 

And then you run, over rugged trails, up and 
down, sometimes in the dark, sometimes at 
an elevation more than twice that of Denver’s 
stadium, for almost four marathons. And 
you’ll get some Gatorade or other energy 
drink, and some protein goop and a granola 
bar, and maybe some Advil or Tylenol, some 
Band-Aids for your blistered, bleeding feet, 
and you do it for more than a full day and at 
the end of it you’ll get.... 

Nada. 

You won’t even go to Disney World unless you 
pay for it yourself. 

Just the glory. 

The satisfaction. 

The joy of pure, unadulterated insanity. 

That’s extreme, Jack. 

The story goes that the founder of the LT100 
started it in order to make Leadville famous, 
and when someone objected that he’d get 
someone killed (STCKY), he answered, “Well, 
then we’ll be famous, won’t we?” Kurt loves 
that story. 

You ask him, he’ll tell you he fell in love with 
Paige right there, when she repeated “First,” 
even though he could barely see her face under 
the woolly she had pulled down half over 
her eyes. You ask her, it took her more time. 
She didn’t even like him when she met him, 
thought he was a sexist, arrogant asshole. 

The thing is, he literally chased her. 

For 100 miles. 

That’s love, Jill. 

Another way of saying that he chased her is to 
say that he pushed her, because every time she 
looked back she saw that asshole coming and 
it motivated her because she was not was not 
was not going to let that arrogant prick catch 
her, no way. 

Of course, another way of saying that he 
pushed her is to say that she beat him, which 
she did. As hard as Kurt tried, and he tried 
hard , he couldn’t catch her, and the last 10 
miles Paige found her kick and left him way 
behind. She finished first (among women), 
sixth overall, wasn’t happy with it, but she was 
there waiting when he staggered across the 
line, 11th among the men. 

She rang a cowbell for him. 

“Thanks,” he said. 

“I owed you.” 

“For what?” 

“You paced me.” 

“You outpaced me.” 

“Yeah, well.” She saw blood seeping out of his 
left shoe. “You’d better have that taken care 
of.” 

“You offering?” 

“Hell no,” she said. “But I’ll show you to the aid 
station.” 
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She walked beside him as he limped to the 
big tent, and she would now tell you that 
she started to fall in love with him when she 
realized that here was a man who damn near 
killed himself just to keep her within sight. 
And it doesn’t get much better than that. 

They slept together that night. 

Literally slept. They were too tired to do 
anything else. 

Kurt was, anyway, and while Paige was a little 
offended, she had to like a man confident 
enough to admit that, for one night anyway, 
he preferred sleep to sex. A little humility, 
after all, is the difference between an A-Male 
and an A -Hole. 

But should he let her do this tomorrow, he 
wonders? 

Let her? Like I can stop her. 

The Basic Rule of their relationship. 

They each do what they want. 

One force of nature you can’t beat. 

You can’t even negotiate with it. 

Time. 

Ain’t no wingsuit gonna give you glide ratio 
against time. Ain’t no parachute gonna slow it 
down. Ain’t no Zodiac gonna pull you out of 
it. Maybe someday science comes up with the 
perfect pharmacological cocktail and you live 
forever, but 

Don’t count on it, because 
It ain’t here yet, and 
Time will still move on. 

So even if you believe in living for today-as 
Kurt does—tomorrow is going to come, with 
the day after hard behind, and the brutal 
truth is that your legs aren’t the same at 30 as 
they were at 20 because nature is planned for 
designed obsolescence. Dig it, we were born to 
wear out and be replaced. 

There will come a time when you just can’t do 
what you used to could. 

And if you try? 

Nature will kill you for it. 

They say speed kills? 

Nothing kills like slow. 

Just ask Bonk and Gronk. One day they slowed 
down and became mastodon toe jam and 
somebody younger told their story around the 
old fire. 

Time kills. 

This is all a three-in-the-morning insomniac 

meditation for Kurt. He lies there knowing he 

can’t keep doing this extreme shit forever. He 

has to either 

Die young 

A real possibility, or 

Do something different. Or 

Discover another option before he runs out of 

Time. 

And money. 

Because, let’s face it—he’s making enough to 


keep doing what he’s doing but not enough to 
put any away. Another way of putting it is that 
he’s not living from paycheck to paycheck, but 
he is living from extreme to extreme. 

He’s good with that but here’s the problem— 
What happens when he can’t do the cash¬ 
worthy extreme? 

And the extreme has to keep getting extremer. 
That is, no one’s gonna cut him a check to 
shoot him going over a bridge anymore. Only 
under the bridge. And if he does that, they’re 
not going to sponsor him to do it again. 
Compare and contrast— 

Elite extreme athletes to other elite athletes. 
LeBron can make the same shot 50,000 times 
and that’s a plus. He’s setting records. Peyton 
and Tom B. can complete the same pass over 
and over again and it’s a good thing. 

But if Kurt does it-it’s boring. 

What if LeBron had to slam-dunlc a ball 
into a basket while hurtling down the Grand 
Canyon? Very cool, yes. Say he does it and 
survives. Ain’t no one interested in seeing him 
do it again. 

Say Peyton and Tom had to thread the needle 
to a receiver while plunging down the face of 
an 80-foot wave that’s about to crash on their 
heads, or while trotting through Death Valley, 
or free climbing El Capitan? 

Trust me—we’d watch them do it 
Once. 

Dig it, Kurt would BASE jump, big-wave surf 
and ultramarathon run just for the sheer joy 
of it. Over and over again and be blissfully 
happy. And he’d keep doing it-happily-in the 
knowledge that he’s not getting better at it, but 
worse, that the replacement parts, as it were, 
are already on line. But that would be okay. He 
doesn’t need the attention, doesn’t need the 
admiration, ditto the adulation. 

He does need the money. 

Extreme sports are expensive. 

Equipment, transportation, food, lodging, 
ibuprofen.... 

Somebody got to pay for it. 

And Kurt can see a day when he can’t and the 
sponsors won’t. 

He can see 

Time coming up at him like a canyon floor. 

Kurt and Lev talk about it. 

One of those steely-silver predawn we-might- 
die-today conversations. 

Tends to cut down on the small talk. 

Lev is a smart guy. 

He’s thought about these issues. 

He’s even come up with an answer. 

“What we need is a big score,” Lev says. 
“What?” Kurt asks. “A book that turns into a 
movie? It’s been tried; it doesn’t work. Maybe 
if Paige does it, she gets on Oprah, but—” 
“You’re talking millions.” Lev goes Carl Sagan 
on it. “I’m talking billions.” 

Billions, Kurt thinks. 


That’s extreme. 

Oligarch (n.) 1: a ruler in an oligarchy 2: 
(esp. in Russia) a very rich businessman 
with great political influence. 

We’re more or less concerned with definition 
number two here. 

It turns out that Lev’s stepfather is a very 
rich businessman with heavyweight political 
connections, especially Russian. 

Lev and his stepfather hate each other. 

Let’s be sure we understand each other here: 
Lev and his stepfather hate each other. 

Lev thinks that his Yegor Chubaiv is a 
philistine criminal. Yegor thinks that his 
(trophy) wife’s only child is a spoiled brat, a 
condition he tried to remedy with his big fat 
oligarch belt until (16-year-old) Lev got a belt 
(black) of his own, after which Yegor resorted 
to alternative weapons such as sarcasm, insult 
and (eventually) exile. 

Lev is now proposing to rob him. 

“I’m not a thief,” Kurt says. 

While Lev generally agrees with Kurt’s moral 
rectitude on this subject, he goes on to explain 
why it shouldn’t be a concern in this particular 
case. 

“Yegor makes his billions,” Lev says, “from 
the illegal sales of armaments. He’ll sell to 
anyone-governments, insurgents, terrorists, 
drug cartels, mafias of any ethnicity. He is a 
criminal and a mass murderer. My beloved 
mother is a disgusting whore for marrying 
such a man. Taking his money to finance our 
lifestyle would be a public service.” 

“That’s your rationalization, anyway,” Kurt 
says. Lev won’t take his stepfather’s money but 
he will take his stepfather’s money. 

“The root word of rationalization Lev 
counters, “is rational. I’m merely saying, we’re 
not talking about mugging nuns here, and if 
it salves your conscience, we could drop a few 
million on the worthy charity of your choice.” 
“But we would be the primary charity of our 
choice.” 

Lev is sort of a Robin Hood of -meritocracy- 
he believes in robbing from the rich to give to 
the worthy. 

“It’s guilt-free money,” Lev says. “A rare 
commodity.” 

As previously discussed, Kurt is used to 
making leaps. 

Now he has to make the leap from whether to 
if to how. 

“Yegor has a yacht,” Lev says. 

“Sure.” 

“Periodically,” Lev continues, “he loads that 
yacht up with cash and sails it to the Cook 
Islands, where it is stored and laundered.” 

“I thought they did all that electronically these 
days.” 

“They used to,” Lev says, “but Interpol has 
gotten very good at tracking digital transfers. 
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So the criminals have gone retro and now 
move actual physical cash. What I am 
proposing is that we use our extreme skills to 
drop onto that boat in mid-Pacific, relieve it of 
its ill-gotten gains and escape.” 

“Sort of Ocean’s 11 with an actual ocean.” 

“I have no idea what that means,” Lev says, 

“but if it helps your comprehension, yes, all 
right.” 

“Theoretically the boat is also heavy with 
security,” Kurt says. 

“Not theoretically—actually,” Lev answers. 
“Armed to the cliched teeth.” 

“So we’d have to kill people,” Kurt says. “Sorry, 
not in.” 

Kurt has few scruples, but he knows he can’t 
live-happily, anyway-on blood money. 

“It’s all in the execution, isn’t it?” Lev says. 
“Pun intended. If we execute properly, we 
won’t have to execute anyone.” 

Kurt’s entire adult life has been about proper 
execution as a matter of life and death. It’s 
appealing. 

“Won’t they come after us?” Kurt asks. 

“Of course.” 

“And....” 

It doesn’t matter, Lev basically responds, 
because we’re just better than they are. 
Whether it’s up (a mountain), down (a wave, 
the sky), across (desert, ocean), they just can’t 
catch us. 

“We put together a team,” Lev says, “of like- 
minded individuals-you, myself, Paige, Latch, 
whomever we need—with a highly developed 
and diverse skill set. Fortunately, we know 
such people, and there will be more than 
enough money to share out.” 

“If we survive,” Kurt says. 

“There’s always that,” Lev admits. 

But, Kurt thinks, there is always that. 

That’s a daily reality. 

Kurt’s life is a constant risk-reward equation. 
Lev’s proposal has high reward. 

But the risk? 

Higher. 

It doesn’t pencil. 

It’s too... 

Extreme. 

Kurt says no. 

Paige wakes up sad. 

Scared, yes, excited, juiced but ennui-blue. 

Like, what’s next after this? 

What’s the next bigger high? 

The junkie’s lament. 

Kurt says, “I’m beginning to think that maybe 
you shouldn’t do this.” 

And this, Paige thinks, from a man who is so 
absolute he doesn’t believe in adverbs. 

“You don’t think I should jump?” Paige asks. 

It is windy. 

The hotel window rattles. 

“I don’t think you should go under the bridge,” 


he says. 

“If you’re going, I’m going,” she says. 

“It’s not a competition, Paige.” 

Since when? she thinks. 

Run harder, ski harder, fly harder, fuclc harder, 
come harder—“er” is a competition. 

To wit: 

“Maybe I don’t think you should do it,” she 
says. 

His shrug is eloquent. 

I have to. You don’t. 

I’m the YouTube sensation. 

“So superior,” Paige says. 

But he is. 

Ubermensch is by definition superior. 

“I’m doing it,” Paige says. 

Kurt shrugs again. 

Ubermensches believe in individual freedom 
and responsibility. 

Take that from someone, you’ve taken her life. 
You don’t do that to someone you love. 

Kurt’s wingsuit is black-and-white (of course). 
Paige’s is pink. 

“A girlie-girl wingsuit,” she says. 

She calls that slcyrony. 

Latchkey rocks a Superman motif. (Would 
have gone with Underdog but they don’t make 
them.) 

Lev’s is midnight blue. 

They look like Marvel Comics super-heroes as 
they walk toward the plane. 

The wind, gusting in out of the west, freaks the 
sponsors out. 

“Maybe not today,” Jay tells Kurt. 

Even though a crowd waits on the bridge and 
the cameras are in place. But no one wants 
that deposit in the karma bank. No one wants 
that weight tilting the scales of astral justice. 
“No,” Kurt responds. 

Today is fine. 

Today is the day we have. 

“Doesn’t have to be,” Jay says. 

“The forecast says it’s a three-day blow,” Kurt 
answers. “It will be fine.” 

“Any doubt,” Jay says, “pull out.” 

Again, words to live by. 

Walking to the plane, Paige says to Kurt, 
“You’re afraid of being afraid.” 

“Isn’t that a tautology?” 

“You’re not afraid to free-fly under a bridge, 
but you’re afraid that other people will think 
you’re afraid,” she says. “What is that?” 
“Untrue.” 

“Totally true.” 

“Something is either true or it isn’t,” Kurt says. 
“You can’t have relative degrees of truth.” 
“Totally.” 

This is the plan. 

Kurt and Paige go out first and do their thing. 
Land in the river, gather up their stuff and 
crew for Lev and Latchkey, who do the second 
jump. 


“Fair is fair,” Paige says regarding pickup duty. 
They do it for us, we do it for them. 

And just as if you’re Kurt and Paige, you want 
to see Latchkey and Lev waiting down there to 
fish you out, if you’re Latchkey and Lev, you 
want to see Kurt and Paige because you know 
that they would die, if necessary, to bring you 
back. 

You get tangled in the chute underwater, you 
want Kurt diving for you because (a) he’s a 
world-class waterman, and (b) he’s never going 
to give up, and (c) you’ll have cool-headed 
Paige directing him what to do. 

So that’s the plan. 

That’s the way you visualize it with everything 
going perfectly. 

You do your jump. 

You live. 

You let the adrenaline settle as you watch your 
friends come down and then you pick them 
up. 

Beer time. 

The four of them get into the plane. 

Your basic Cessna 182. 

From 12,000 feet above the Royal Gorge. 

They can see the bridge. 

The people on the bridge, looking up 
expectantly. 

Can see Brian the photog lowering himself off 
the bridge on a harness, getting ready to shoot. 
Can’t see the red flags, but then again, they’re 
under the bridge. 

Can see the red canyon walls. 

Way down they can see the silver ribbon that 
is the river. 

They strap on their helmets. Headsets inside 
the helmets and throat mikes so they can talk 
and listen to each other. 

This is the Information Age. 

They turn on the GoPro cameras to record 
the trip in HD. This is the Information Age. 
Nothing is real without a video record. More 
info, more data. 

Computers like wristwatches tell time, distance 
and speed. 

Kurt takes one more shot at it. “You sure you 
want to do this?” 

“No,” Paige says. 

But nothing is duller than certainty. 

Jumping out of a plane is fundamentally 
different from launching off a cliff or other 
static structure because the plane is moving, 
already creating airspeed. You have to be more 
careful coming out of the airplane because you 
might go Veg-O-Matic, i.e., fly into (or more 
accurately through ) the propellers. 

Once airborne (the word is cautionary if 
you really explore it), the flier controls his 
or her descent through body posture, angle 
and maneuver against or with the wind, by 
changing the relative tension of the squirrel¬ 
like fabric until she or he comes to a place 
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where it is deemed desirable to pull the 
ripcord and float gently to earth or water. 
That’s the theory, and among Kurt’s favorite 
passages of instructional copy may be found 
the following: The absence of a vertical 
stabilizing surface results in a little 
damping action around the yaw axis, so 
poor flying technique can result in a spin 
that might require an active effort on the 
part of the flier to stop. 

Kurt isn’t sure what a passive effort might 
entail, but he knows that when you go into a 
spinout you’d better give it “active effort” in a 
hurry or you’ll die, because the velocity of the 
spin causes thousands of microconcussions 
that soon render your brain incapable of any 
effort, active or passive. 

Latchkey actually likes to spin out. 

(“What’s a little more brain damage?”) 

Yeah, Latchkey’s crazy but not that crazy— 
he’s flying over the bridge. 

“I know my limitations,” is what he says. 

A blast of wind knocks the plane sideways. 
The nudge of a psycho on a subway platform. 
The shark bumping against the life raft. 

What they should do is call it off. 

But these are people who have rarely done 
what they should. 

Paige goes out first. 

Kurt goes tumbling after. 

Kurt spreads his arms and legs to activate the 
fabric wings, then he pushes his shoulders 
forward to get velocity. 

Straightens his legs to reduce drag. 

Tucks his chin into his neck. 

Then he brings his arms back in. 

The greater the mass of the wings, the slower 
the flight. 

A flier can slow himself down to just over 60 
with maximum spread. 

Kurt isn’t interested in slow. 

Only fast. 

Keeps his arms in to hit a buck 50. 

Paige has maybe 15 seconds to decide. 

Over or under. 

Try to grab the flags or don’t. 

You have to make small moves in a wingsuit. 
Small adjustments. 

Big moves can send you into a spin. 

She sees the bridge below her and knows that 
it’s the moment to spread her arms, open the 
wings, maneuver, decide. 

But it’s so hard. 

So hard to let go of the speed. 

Tamp down the adrenaline. 

Break off their dance, their lovemaking. 

As the bridge comes up at her— 

“Break off!” Kurt yells. 

She does. 

Opens her wings and “slows” to only 100. 
Ninety. 

Eighty. 


Arches her spine downward to control her 
angle of attack and turns her neck to the 
right to look at him and he looks back but he 
doesn’t open. 

One eighty-five. 

Fast, faster, fastest. 

Even the tiny act of raising his right arm to 
look at the dial knocks him off course but he 
shifts his left shoulder and straightens. 
Seventy-degree angle. 

Cuh-raazy. 

Running out of clock to pull up. 

But it doesn’t get any better than this. 
Adrenaline coursing, wind slapping him, this 
is freedom, the will to live or die, he aims for 
the bottom steel beam and sees the flags. 

It will never get any better than this, so— 
What’s the fucking point? 

The wind takes her. 

Throws her sideways and sends her spinning. 
Out of control. 

The world whirling around her-the sky, the 
bridge, the canyon, the sky—her neck feels like 
it might fracture, head fly off. She sees him 
for only a microsecond as she spins, his black 
figure plunging, and she knows he’s hit the 
max but Paige... 

Decides to live. 

Superb athlete. 

Prime conditioning. 

Cool head. 

Indomitable will. 

She gets very active, arches her back up, points 
her face up toward the sun and flies. 

Up. 

A graceful arc up and over the bridge and then 
she arcs down, tucks her chin and hits the 
ripcord. 

Floating down toward the river. 

Looks back toward the bridge and sees Kurt 
coming. 

Like a stooping falcon diving at its prey. 

Paige has seen a falcon kill. 

The violent impact, the spray of blood and 
feathers. 

Kurt aims at the bottom of the bridge at an 
impossible speed, aiming for the bottom, 
cutting it so close, too close. 

Wind in his ears, he can’t hear the scream of 
the crowd. 

He spreads his wings. 

The steel beam comes at his face. 

He goes under the bridge. 

Reaches his arms up for the flags and grabs 
them. 

The motion throws him up toward the steel 
beam. 

She loses sight of him. 

He’s gone. 


Then he emerges under the bridge. 

His chute opens. 

And Paige, the scientist, thanks the gods of 
earth and air. 

They meet in the water and swim to the 
Zodiac. 

“Amazing!” Kurt hears Jay scream through the 
headset. “Freaking amazing!” 

They climb into the raft and look up. 

“I hate you,” Paige says to him as they watch 
Lev’s flight. 

“Easy to do,” Kurt says. “And I understand.” 
Lev’s flight is beautiful. 

This is the day that we have and it’s a beautiful 
day. 

Then it goes wrong. 

Latchkey is coming fast. 

Wind buffets him but he’s in control. 

He is, after all, a falcon reborn. 

Almost over the bridge when the downdraft 
hits him. 

And drives him into the railing. 

At 80 per. 

Paige has seen a falcon kill. 

The violent impact. 

The spray of blood and feathers as the crowd 
on the bridge screams, moans, “Oh no oh no.” 
Look or shield their eyes as Latchkey makes 
YouTube. 

They scatter Latchkey’s ashes in Moab. 

Among the red rocks that he scrambled up and 
jumped from. 

Kurt cries. 

Paige sobs. 

Lev bought a falcon ($57K on the black 
market, no wonder he needs money) and 
releases it. 

Into the vast blue Western sky to be reborn. 

That night the tribe gathers at McStiff s (the 
name is cautionary if you really explore it) for 
the wake. 

The fliers, the jumpers, the climbers, the 
runners, the ultras, the extremes, the restless, 
the mad souls— 

And drink beer and whiskey and tell Latchkey 
stories. 

Remember when, remember when, remember 
that time Latchkey. 

Somewhere in there Kurt takes Lev outside 
into the parking lot. 

Under a yellow moon and says... 

“I’m in.” 

“Yes?” 

“Let’s do it.” 

This last thing. 

This. 

Extreme. 

(To be continued....) 
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PLAYMATE UPDATE 





Playmate Sachie Sanders gives new 
meaning to “roadhog” 


B eing a PLAYBOY Playmate seems 
like an ideal gig with the seemingly 
endless parties and free flowing booze. 
But Playmates are just as human as 
the rest of us so when the need to step away 
from partying too much kicks in, there’s also 
a need to unwind. Playmates Andrea Shin, 
Kiomi Tuibeo, and Daphne Olid chose to do 
their relaxation in far flung places; Andrea 
took in the sights and sounds Down Under, 
Kiomi bundled up for the some skiing in the 
slopes of Bergamo, Italy while Daphne went a 
little wild in the desert safari in Oman. 

In the meantime, back in local shores, 
Playmates Kristianna Herrera and Sachie 
Sanders chose to stimulate happy endorphins 
by engaging in some physical activities. 
Playmate Kristianna is a strong contender on 
the jujitsu mat while Playmate Sachie made 
riding a motorbike look incredibly hot and 
sexy. 

With the summer months upon us, we’re 
looking forward to seeing more of our 
Playmates have their fun in the sun. 


WHEN 
PLAYMATES 
PLAY 
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PLAYMAT 


Things heat up in the do jo with Playmate Kristianna 
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Playmate Kiomi 
hitting the slopes is 
hot, hot, hot! 




PLAYMATE UPDBTE 
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th National Highway, Tiniguiban, Puerto Princesa City. pala 


Your Premiere Hotel 
Puerto Princesa Palawan 


ROOM RATES 


ROOM TYPE 

STANDARD 

SUPERIOR 

DELUXE 


LOCAL DISCOUNTED ROOM TYPE LOCAL DISCOUNTED 


Php 5,000.00 
5,500.00 

6,800.00 


2,500.00 Executive DELUXE ~7 ; 800;0Q 
2,750.00 Junior SUITE 9,800.00 

3,400.00 Executive SUITE 15,800.00 


3,900.00 

4,900.00 

7,500.00 


M ANILA OFFICE: 

WWySTAT€ W 

TOWER HOTEL 


#1315 A. Mabini Cor. Padre Faura St., Ermita, Manila, Philippines 
Tel. Nos. (632) 708.9624 & (632) 708.9600 


























LITE FLEX 

DESIGNED TO MAKE YOUR FEET MOVE FREELY. 


n facebook.com/worIdbalance @ worldbalanceph 


Available at all leading department stores and World Balance botiques nationwide. 


















